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CHAPTER oVb 
Rtrsm ivTsataon 

The Cbbscbmt & ^tar, set a quarter of a mile bxm tt^e oafii 
highway, was reached* by a winding leafy fame that promised 
advegtnre at each turn. The inn-*-aa antique Manor House 
■’‘■email, compact ; endowed witii the peculiar atmos^erics 
whkh some cm houses possess — stood mty 3ratds the lane 
at the end of a narrow carriage drive. At the back of the 
house, shrubs, bushes and gorse grew thlbkly. The gardens 
in front of it, untended through scarcity of labour, added a 
touch of mysterious wildness to a spot already amply endowed 
with beauty. Great untended rhododendron bushes flanked 
the driveway, many of them so over^pown that a car must 
push its way through their thick branches. 

Not many people knew of the Crescent & Star. Those who 
did were the more happy. For Mrs. Melander, the hostess, 
was a lady of a certain charm, acumen and versatility. Some* 
times the inn was full, but often, as just now, it was empty 
except foj; two guests. On such occasions Mrs. Melander— 
who, as has been suggested, was a woman of disoemmmt— 
and her two daughters Suzanne and Emilienne, foovided 
adequate if not delightful company. 

It was raining. It had rained for six hours unceasingly. 
Dark clouds turned the August evening; prematurely into 
something like night. The rhododendron bushes dripped. 
An antiquated owl, denizen of one of the trees in the wood 
nh&? the inn, hooted delorously Is if he had made up his mind 
ts> contribute smnething to the spmbru. atmosj^ere which 
enshrouded him. Rivulets of^rm ran from the gutter- 
spouts and splashefl into the narrow stone courtyard at the 
mde of tpe hotel in miniature cascades. • * * 

Windemere NikoBs came unsteadily throiigh the french 
windows a|*the side of dte housu on to the verandah. He 
stood swaying a little, lootii^ with glgssy eyes ^wards the 
wood. NmoQs was cockeyed.* He was wondering whether 
he was rmffy hearing the owl. 

He wa»of middle height, broad-shouldered andHrig. He 
ran a little to stomach. *He was one of those men whpse 



; B tmtt anvnn. «at whb» 

fattwers’wa^bandseetns always a trifle too Hsntoved 

; figlitly but unsteadily aloog the verandah, round Its coao 
i. tmnatlon to the back, where at the c«atoe it was bisected by 
ten wooden steps leading dbwn to the lawn. • 

Suzanne Memder was sitting coi the top step protected W 
the verandah awning, her ^apefy chin capped m one hand. 
She looked at Nikolk sideways. She said i 
•*Wen,howishe?" 

Nikolls leaned against the wooden pillar that supported the 
verandah awning. He yaWned ponderously. He said* 

“ Babe, I reckon you’re in love with that guy.” 

She looked towards the wood. She said coolly : " Well, 
supposing I said I was ! ‘What then, Mr. Nikolls f " 

Nikolls said : ” I wouldn’t say a thing. But it just gets 
me beat, that’s aU. Why everybody fedJs for him like they 
do I don’t know.” 

She smiled amiably. She said : " You mean when there 
are fine specimens of manhood like yon about ? ” 

Nikolls hiccoughed a little. He said : ” Listen, vdiat’s the 
matter with me? I reckon I’m a right sorta guy.” He 
gazed reminiscently towards the damp woods. ’’When I 
was a kid of sixteen,” he said, " out in Monkton, Ontario, 
some old dame read my hand. She was a palmist or some- 
thin’. She took one look an' she said ; ‘ You ksiow what 
I can see in your hand ? ' I told her no — ^that’s what 
I was payin’ her for. She said : ‘ You got women in your 
hand.’ ” 

He felt in his coat pocket ; produced a packet of Lucky 
Strikes ; extracted one ; lit it. She threw him another look. 

" And had you ? ” she said. 

Nikolls went on ; ” I don’t^lUje the sorta way you say tljat. 
Maybe you think I'm no Casai\o^, buf believe me, baby,Tve 
had my moments. ^ ^ ' 

” They must hkve beeucveigr nice for you,”* she said. 

” All rig^ .. . . aU right \ . 1 ” said Nikolls. ” I get it. 
You’re sittin’ {hereTookin’ at the ttoods^ restin’ yourxliw on 
your hands an’ thihkin’ about the big boy upstgifs. I know 
all about it. Just because he kis^d you outside the buttery 
last night you’re gett^’ ideas, hey ? Look, if that guy had 
a dollar for every woman he’d necked he could buy up , 
Rockefeller about forty ti,mes over and ,not even notice the 
difference in his pass-book.” ^ ** 

Suzanne said : You're quite wrong, Mr. Nikolls.” Her 
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expressing was demure. *' I w»e merelgr &iii)dng 
Callagfhiai has rather a way with him. tn s^te of <mei^ipl 
is attracted. He has defimtely a tedmiqtie." . ^ 
YeaU" said NikoUs. *' ^ ytu’ve discovered that tov/t 
She asked : " Could I have one of your cigarettes f *' 
NikoUs produced the packet ; gave her a cigarette ; lit it. 
He sat down on thfe step beside her. 

She said : “ You know the telephone's been ringing the 
whole evening, don't you ? It stopped just before dinnn ; 
then it started again." * 

NikoUs said : " WeU, why don't somebody answer it ? " 
She said : " We've only two mmds. One of them is ofi 
duty ; the other one's in the viUa^‘ seeing her Ma who’s ilL 
There are no guests here except Mr. Callaghan and yourself at 
the moment, and anyhow you know who is ringing. X 
answered the ‘phone three times this afternoon. It’s Miss 
Thompson from Mr. Callaghan's office. She sa 3 rs ^e wants 
him urgently and she’s very very annoyad." 

NikoUs grinned. " I bet she is." he said. " I can just see 
her. I've got a picture of that baby." » 

She drew on her cigarette. She said : " I take it that Miss 
Thompson is Mr. CaUa§^[ian's confidential secretary ? " 

NikoUs said : " You take it right. You hit it right on the 
nose first time, Gorgeous.*' 

She said diffidently : " I suppose she’s one of the very 
efficient, prim, bespectacled type ? " 

Nikolls said : " Come again, Suzanne. She ain't. T could 
write an ode to that baby. She’s got one of them figures — 
you know, the sort of thing you think about for no reason at 
aU. She’s very easy on the eyes. She's got a graceful walk 
an' a nice voice. She’s got red 1^ an' green eyes an' a whole 
lot of inteUigence." * 

Suzanne^ Mender sighed. Tl^re was a touch of 
annoyance in the si|h. She said*:.,. ** 

" Quite a paragon. We girls ifi the country t^ing to run 


ihns mis» a lot of fun. I shduld think. 

Yotf ought to 


be confidential secre- 


NikoUs grinned. 

taries te pri^te detectives }jke Slim.' 

She said : " It might have it$ points.’! l 

NikoUs said : " I’d like it. Maybe it'd be good if there was 
a little bit of competition in the office." ^ 

She saidf: " I see.** It’s like that ! Is Miss Thompson an 
admirer ‘of Mr. Cailaghan'’s — ^I* meatv outside the normal 
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'a^niration a saa«taty sometimes has tor her; 

hmt>loyer ? *' * . 1 

Nikolls said : “If yoQ mean is Effie struck on him, the^ 
answer is yes. She's ttuti about that xnug. That's what 
boms me up." 

She a^ea coolly : “ Why ? " • 

Nikolls said : “ Look, I'm a big kiod-Keatted guy and I got 
brains. I'm one of those clever sorta detectives, see ? X ' 
reason things out. 1 could tell you stories about that guy 
that’d make your' hair cifrl.'' • 

She said : " I tet ! ” 

She stubbed out her dgarette on the top step ; threw it 
into a nearby rhodpdendmn bush. 

Nikolls said ; “ What's on your mind, Gorgeous ? “ 

She said : “ Nothing . . . much I I was wondering. I 
was wondering when Mr. Callaghan is going to decide to stay 
sober for a little while.” 

Nikolls said : “ Don't you worry about that. He gets that 
way. We just finished a big case, see ? We pulled it ofi. 
We won one of the biggest cheques we’ve ever made in this 
business.” 

She said : “ Of course he's very clever, isn’t he ? ” 

" Yeah,” said Nikolls. “ He's clever enough an' he's got 
me behind him.” 

She said : " Yes, I'd forgotten that." 

” Well, he's sorta lettin’ down his hair," said Nikolls. 

“ He's relaxin'. I don't mind teOin’ you this was a helluva 
case. Anyway we cracked it. So he thinks it's indicated 
that we come dovm here, stick around and do a little drinkin'. 

. He’ll get tired of it in a minute.” 

Somewhere in the house tlje telephone bell began to jang^le. 
It went on and on. , * * 

Nikolls said : “ Don’f*that mug at the lo^ exqfiange ever 
get tired of rin^' that telephone bell ? ” 

She said< “ No, they jifet keep bn. ^metimes we're on 
the other side of the house. ThCV do ^t out of kindness.” ^ 
Nikolls said : Look, baby, somelJody bught to answer 
that telephone, and it's ar helluvji long way away. Who’s it 
goin' to » — ^me or you ? ” , 

She said : "It’s not going* to be me. I’m off duty. It's , 
going t« be you.” , ^ • 

Nikolls sighed. He said ; " X,’m sorry for thdt, and not 
foT'the reason yen’ra thinkin' of either. I’ll go take that 
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call with piewntre, I'm djyafqpoii^^ I 

***^ ashed J *' Why?" * / 

I^feoOs said : "'Becatue X iUcftosee^^ walk. Yovfot 
sometli^. You doia’t walk— -yon soota float along, witii that 
little gracefal sway-^you *know what I mean— that some 
daihes Would give'a million pounds for. I could just sit 
around all day an* watdi yon walkin' about. I Iflce the way 
you put 3rour feet on the ground. You wear nice shoes an' 
you got pretty ankles. Maybe I didn't tell you, but I go for 
ankles in a vay, very way. The 3 ^ a soita hobby of 

mine. I reckon uben you walk mu look like some sort of 
goddess. I think you're terrific.''* ^ 

She sighed. She said : " Oh, weU, now I suppose I’ll kaos 
to answer the telej^one t *’ 

Nikolls grinned. He lit another cigarette. 

She got up ; walked slowly along the balcony ; turned the 
comer. She was a slim, graceful thing. The telephone beU 
stopped. She came back ; sat down again. She said : 

*' It would seem that Miss Thompson’s hung up.. Or else 
the exchange have got tired of keeping the ping in." 

Nikolls said : " Vi^at does it matter ? There’s a fate that 
looks after these things. Maybe if you'd answered that 
telephon^call, all sorts oi things woulda happened. But you 
didn't get there in time so we stay here and look at the ram." 
He sighed heavily. " It reminds me of a Russian Countess I 
used to know.” 

She pretended to yawn. She asked : " Was she 

beautiful ? " » 

" Was she beautiful ! " said Nikolls. " That woman was 
indescribable." , 

£>%e said : " She wa& mad al^ut you, wasn't she ? " 

“ How^id you know ? ’’ said N&oUs.- 
She said : Oaring the last four day^’ I've heard that 
story about the I^ussian Countess at least six, times, and 
'you’ve told me that one about the strawberry blonde from 
Oklahoma eleven tiifies. . I’m beginning tO' feel quite familiar 
with your c&iiquests, Mr. Nikolls.'^ 

He said : “ Look, why don’t you cal^me Windy ? ’’ 

She looked at him along her eyes. She said : " That is a 
most Sensible request. I will. Tt^e name suits you, Windy, 

• Nikolls scratdied Ms head. He said nothing. 
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* Sffie Thompson opened the door of her sitting-room in 
Anightsbridge ; slammed it bdbdnd her ; threw her handbag 
. into one comer, her hat on the table. She was white ^th 
rage. She stood in the centre of the floot, her hand; clapped 
behind her back. 

She said : Damn . . . damn** . . damn ... 1 
She walked to the mantelpiece ; took a cigarette out of a 
box, lit it petulantly ; went to the kitchen ; put the kettle 
on. She came back to the sitting-room. 

She was of middle height — attractive figure. Her c]pthes 
hung on her in the way they should. She wore a neat black 
coat and skirt, a cream silk shirt. Her red hair was a superb 
foil for her milk-wlpte coihplexion. 

The telephone rang. She looked at it for a moment angrily. 
Then she walked across the room and jerked off the receiver. 
It was Wilkie, the night porter at the Berkeley Square block 
where Callaghan's offices and fiat were housed. 

He said : " Sorry te bother you, Miss Thompson, but the 
'phone's been going line blazes. It's your main line that you 
put through to my ofi&ce before you left." 

She said : " I see, Wilkie. Is it still Mrs. Denys ? " 

" Yes," said Wilkie, " it's still her. She's pretty worried 
about something too. She seems to want Mr. Callaghan 
pretty badly." 

Efl&e said : "I'll try to get him again from here in a few 
minutes. When she comes through next time tell her I'm 
trying to reach him from my fiat. If I do I'll call her 
back." 

Wilkie said ; ‘ cAll right, Miss Thompson. I'll tell her. 
Oh, there's another thing — ^a messenger came round from the 
bank just after you left. He ought to have been round 
earlier but something hung him up. Ke's got a note maiked 
' Urgent.' " • \ * 

"I see," she *5aid. "JLqpk, Wilkie, w6uld you mind 
tearing the note open and riding it*ovei^to me ? " 

He said : ' "Righto, Miss Thompson, hang on." Ske heard 
the sound of the envelope being tom. •He came on again. 
He said : " The note saystthis : ' The ManagefTjresents his 
complimer^ to Mr. iCaUaghan, Snd regrets to inform him 
that the cheque for four thpusand pounds paid into the 
account ^wo days ago has been returned marked "(R.D." 
Cheque enclosed.' " v 

Effie said : " I see."^ She begarfto smile. It was a wicked 



littie sffiife. She pe^ia^ FB get aa aimM 

new. GoodHM0it,^WlB^'^v^®ie ,hung np. .• •*' 

^ st<M^ looldnj^t ieetniiiient for a moment ; th^ 
she saM ; I ot^htvi try to nag*agam but I’m not gomg to. 
I'm going to have two cups of tea, two cigarettes and a warm 
bath. And then perhaps one of you will be sober enoi^h to 
answer that telephone." 

She flounced out of .the room. 

The rain had stopf^. From bdtind a rift in the clouds 
over 4he hills the sun came through. 

NikoUs said : " Say, look at that rainbow. Now, that’s 
what I call bmuty. You know, Suzanne, I got a developed 
sense of beauty.” 

She said : " What does that mean ? ’’* 

He said : " Wdl, it means when I see that rainbow I think 


of you.” 

She said ; ” Now. I’ll tell one.” The telephone began to 
ring again. She said : ” Somebody ought to answer that 
telephone and somebody ought to do it quickly, so I’d better 
go. That’ll give you another treat, won’t it ? ” 

NikoUs said : ” Go on, honey. The exercise wiU do you 
good.” 

She got up ; tripped ^quickly along the verandah round 
into the ]^use. She went through the french windows into 
the dining-room, across it into the haUway ; into the office 
on the other side of the haUway. She picked up the telephone. 
‘The girl at the exchange said ; 

".You’ve been a long time, haven’t you. Miss Melander ? ” 
" Yes, we've been busy.” e 

” Hold on,” said exchange. ” London wants you.” 

Effie Thompson’s voice — ^prim and demure — came through^ 
" I?that The Crescents Star ? ^ Is it possible now to speak to 
Mr. Callaghan or Mr. NikoUs ?. ° Or a^e they stiU indisposed ? ” 
Suzanne said: "This is Migs .Melander,'^ the proprietor’s 
daughter. Would *that 'be Miss Tiibmpson ? ” ,, 

• Effie «aid Yes, it would." 

Suzanne said*; " Fve t^n hearing so’tnuch about you, and 
you have a deUghtful voice, lean almost visualise you.” 

Effie said : " That must1)e very nice^or you. .$hould I be 
very carious if I asked why yoji’re so interested ? I suppose 
Mr. NikoUs has been talking to you ? ” ^ 

Suzanne said ; "Yes, he’s an interesting man, isn’t he ? ” 

. ” Very interesting sometimes,” sai^ Effie. " Sometimes a 
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k are yoa ? w 

';-, 3 «kr curiosity'?" ■ ■ /:''^>'‘^;^''*''H'''..v' ,' '5, 

SuHaine.5M : " Welli Miai|' ilionqM^, I hope | havea’t> 
said aa 3 ^ing to annoy you. We all tiiink Mr. Caflag h aa k 
most chaming." • 

JEHe said : " Well, it seems that yoa know. Do you think; 
you can get either Mr. Callaghan or Ifr. NikoUs to come k 
the telephone ? " 

Suzanne said : " I think it might almost be tmpo^kle. 
They’re having a holiday. They don't seem very oa’; 
answering telephones, especiaJly Mr, Callaf^an. UtJ-,, 
Callaghan is indisposed.’’ • ' 

££Eie said : , ” Yoh mean Mr. Callaghan is drunk ? ” 

Suzanne said diffidently : “ Well, I think he »s a trifle 
high.” 

Effiesaid: ” How is Mr. Nflcolls ? ” 


" Mr. Nikolls is vei^ well,” said Suzanne. " We’ve been 
sitting on the back porch talking about the weather and Mr. 
Callaghan.” 

Effie said: " All-right. That must have been very de- 
lightful for you. In the meantime I'-ve been ringing The 
Crescent & Star fr<Hn the office and my home since five o’dock 
this afternoon ; and nobody has taken the slightest notice. 
So would you please go and tell Mr. Nikolls t6 tell Mr. 
Callaghan, no matter wlmt state he may be in, that the cheque 
for four thousand pounds that went into the bank two dajrs 
ago has been returned marked ‘ R.D.’ ” 

Suzanne said.: " Oh dear ! I’ll tell Mr. Nikolls at once. 
That’s terrible, isn’t it ? ” 

Effie said : “ I’ll hold on. And it isn’t so terrible. Miss 
Melander. You needn’t woi^ about<your bill anyway.*- In 
any evrat 1 expect Mr. vallaghan would find some means of 
paying it.” Hek^ voice was (j^ustic. « * 

Suzanne rargled happilyi- She said : *•'“ What a cbarmu^ 
idea. Miss Indmpsoa. I’m so sorry if you feel neglec^^ Wiq 
you hold on ? ” fc ‘ ^ w 

Nikolls was at the bottom of the verandah steps throwing 
stones at %Iarge frof^bi the lily pond. He said to her as she 
canK down the steps : I 

“ YoUf know, that frog is krta like me — ^nothin’ d^turbs " 
the fat slob. I got him’a direct hit tight on the snitch a 
minute ago, but he. just sorta grimied at me.” < 



^ StesAid: '' JfiM I1ios©p$w 
M«$)hoiie. She sounds airfuS^ ietse. X think she's annoye^/ 
atniut soifiethiag. She asked nte to teU you that the cheque 
lot four thousand pounds which was paid into the bank two 
days ago has been returned marled*' R.O.* 

NikoUs threw his cigarette end into the water. He said : 

Jeez ! Can you beat that one ^ Stick around, Suzanne, an' 
consider the weather tiU I get back. This is gonna be good." 

He went up the steps into the house. 

Suzanne sat down on the bottom step and b^;an to throw 
little stones at the frog. He had an odd lugubrious expression, 
she thOught*^*-«ot unlike Kikolls. 

She began to think about Nikolls . . . and Callaghan. 
She thought they were fun. Especially Mr. Callaghan. She 
liked Mr. Callaghan, she thought. Mr. Callaghan had some- 
thing. When he kissed you he did it in a remote and im- 
personal sort^of maimer — ^almost as if he were thinking of 
something ehe at the time. Perhaps Jtie was ! She felt 
mildly .shocked. She made a mental note to ask him aljout 
this. 


But it was fun having them at The Crescent & Star. It 
made the place feel sort of adventurous . . . and rather 
mysterious. Mr, Nikolls . ^ . Windy . . . told the most 
impossible stories about his amazing adventures. And Mr. 
Callaghan said very little. But a lot went on in his head. 
Definitely a great deal. Suzanne sighed a little. She wished 
that she were Miss Thompson and worked for Callaghan In- 
vestigations. She thought life might be amusing. She sighed 
a little more. 

Inside the house Nikolls walked slowly to the deserted 
hotel office. He picked up the telephone. 

He said : ** Hellow, Delightful. What's cookin' around 
there?" • • 

Efiie Thompson said : " Mr.* Nikolls ? 'Kiank you for 
coming to the telephone *50 quicl^y.^ It was kinjJ of you." 
Her voice was like ice. * * 

Nikolls «aid, wfch a grin ; I'd do anything for you, babe. 
It's just too bad abouf that cheque, hey 
" Have you told Mr. Callgghan ?/' she asked. 

" Nope," said Nikolls. " The boy's prhat they, call un- 
approachable right now. He’s jj^t comm* outa one of the 
finest hangovers on record. I reckon that when I tfil him 
about that flieque botocin' he's gonfla blow up." 


VMftfpan Fubl|p*iJiflU|> ^ 
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* ‘She^iid: Yottiiiightt«^Hr.C«]ls^g]iattil)EtIVa &i:|piM^^ 
\to fini^ at six p’dock at ite p&p. Wh«ai you weftt aa^ 

. you were supped to be back in four days. Tbat was tbripe 
we^ ago. Most evMUi^ I've left at about nine . . . * '>■ 

• ^iko&said: " Babe,* you're wonderful. It'$ raarvdlpflB 
what a dame will do when ^e's stuck on her bc^, ain't it { . 
I knew a sugar once in Arkansasi— — ” 

" 1 don't want to hear about her/' said Effie. " I'm n^ . 
stuck on my boss — as you call it. And I wudi you wouldnl 
call me * babe.' I don't like it." 

NikoUs sighed. He said : " O.K babe." 

A strangled note came over the line. NikoUs grinned 
happily. She said : . . 

" When Mr. Callaghan is sufficiently sobw to listen, ybq. 
might tell him that a Mrs. Denys has been trying to get hkn 
all the afternoon and evening. She wants to consiSt him. 
She says it’s terribly important." . 

" Yeah ? " said (Nikolls. He considered for a moment. 
'* Maybe we're gonna need some business after that rubber 
cheque," he said. " D'you know anything about this Denjrs 
baby ? " • 

" I know notUng exo^t that the wants to see Mr. Callaghan 
and that she says mmiey is no object. Slw says she's prepared 
to make any appointment to suit his convenience. I think 
she's a little scared about something." u 

" You don't say," said NikoUs. " What does she sound 


like ? " 


" If you’re talking about her voice, I would say it was a 
cultured voice. If her looks are as gO(^ as her voice even Mr. 
Callaghan might be interested. ..." 

NikoUs came to a condusion. He said : " Look, Effie. 
Slim’s gonna be goddam difficult. He's in one of them moods, 
see ? He's been tearin' fhis place open . . . kissin’ ‘aU the 
daughters, anf' genendly iftakin' a lot of nonsense . , . you 
know . . 4' . . t. * - *■ 

She said ! " I know . 

NikoUs went on ; “I got an idea. Wheii this Denys dame 
comes through Sig&in you teU hef to go around to the office. 
Go back there an' see her. Sqrta size her up. see ? If she 
looks O JC. send Iku* down here. If die ain’t got a car, ring 
Hyde an' teU him to drive h^ down. . . ." 

" She has a car," said Effie. " ^e said so." « 

" O.K.," said NikoUs. " WeU, yOa see her an' get the 
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strength. See ? If she looks O.K. you tell her to con^ 
tiown beic^, an' give me a tinkle when she's gonna make thil 
dump.'^ 

She said : " Very well . . . but I think you've got a nerve." 

NikoUs siid : "Do your stufi, honey. Tell me somethin'. 
What're you wearin’, Effie ? " 

She said : " I'm wearing a black coat and skirt and a cream 
silk shirt if you must know. Why ? " 

Nikolls said in a dreamy voice : " I was just tryin' to 
visualise you, Efl&e. You're my dream girl an' you got the 
finest hip-line an* ankles I ever met’^up with. Now I know 
just how you look I can sleep easy. . . 

She said : " One of these fine days I*m going to throw 
something at you. Incidentally, my hip-lin^s is none of your 
business . . 

" You're tellin' me," said Nikolls. " Your hip-line is 
nobody's business. Listen, Effie . . . J remember some 
dame in San Louis Potosi. ..." ^ • 

He heard her replace the receiver. 

Nikolls hung up. He stood, for a moment, looking at the 
inanimate telephone ; then, with a grin, he walked out of the 
office, across the oak-panndled hallway, and up the old- 
fashioned, curving staircase. * 

Callaghan was lying on the bed, his arms outstretched. 
He was wearing the legs of a pair of pale grey crepe-de-chine 
pyjamas, patterned with black ficur-dc4ys. His head was 
turned sideways on the pillow. His breathing was almost 
stertorous. 

• His face was long, surmounted by an unruly mass of wavy 
black hair. The line from the ear to the apex of the jawbone 
would have inspired a portrait painter. The nostrils were 
sensitive. His shoulders were broad ^d tapered to a narrow 
hip-line. • m 

Nikolls stood by the side of th^ bed looking dotSm at him ; 
t^en he went tgi the window and drew the heavy velvet 
curtains. * 'Die evening sunlight can^ "4uto the room. 
Callaghan stirred a little » muttered something under his 
breath. Nikolls went into ^he bathroom. He came back 
with a glass of seltzer water in one hand, £1 empty tooth glass 
' in the ojher. He went to the dfessing-table, on which stood 
a bottle of jyhisky ; poured four fingers into the tootli glass. 
He went b&ck to the bed. Placing one of the glasses on the 
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® * 

l.flat top of the bottom bed-post, he pushed one of Callaghan ',s , 
legs on to the floor. He picked up the glass. • 

He said : " Hey, Slim ! That Swayle cheque s bounced. 
What d*you know about that ? " , 

Callaghan opened a baleful eye. He yawned. He opened 
the other eye and regarded Nikolls vindictively. Nikolls held 
out the two glasses. 

" Which is it goin* to be ? he said. Seltzer or the hair 
of the dog ? ** 

Callaghan took the .whisky. He swallowed it ; grimaced. 
He put his hands behind his head and lay looking at the 
ceiling with eyes that stiU blinked at the unaccustomed day- 
light. 

He said : " What did you say ? 

Nikolls said : Effic's been tryin* to get one of us most of 
the afternoon. She’s pretty steamed up — that one. Nobody 
took any notice of4uT.” 

Callaghan said: ’*Why not? What were yoti doing?” 

Nikolls said : ** Oh, I was discussin’ things generally with • 
Suzanne around the back.” 

Callaghan said : ” I see. So the Swayle cheque's come 
back.” He raised his head from the pillow ; swung his other 
foot to the floor ; sat on the edge of the bed running his 
fingers through his hair. ^ 

Nikolls grinned. He said : ” I thought maybe that’d 
please you. 

Callaghan muttered : ” I'm going to do something to 
Swayle for this.” 

“ Yeah,” sai^ Nikolls. ” It’s not so good. An' after what 
we did for him. Are you gonna do anything about it ? ” 

Callaghan regarded him malevolentlj\ He said : ” Do I 
look as if I'm going to dd anything about it ? ” He '‘rubbed 
his eyes with kis knuckles. * ” Turn on a bath,” he said, ” and 
give me a little more whisky. And you might tell one of 
those Mefander girls td bling some coftee up. After that get 
through to Grayson. Tell him to get in touch wilji Ef&e suid 
get that stumer Aeque from her aicd issue writ against 
Swayle.” , ' 

” O.K.,” said N^olls. He went into the bathroom. 

Callaglian got up. He "walked across the bedroom and 
stood Rooking outj of the window towards the woods at the 
back of the house. After a moment he went tathe dressing- 
table ; picked up a cigarette, lit it, grimaced threw it ii^ the 
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fireplace. He got the tooth glass ; drank another thrjl 
fingers of whisky. He began to feel a little better. 

He*put on a dressing-gown that matched the pyjamas and 
began to \valk up and down the bedroom. He walked with 
the controlled anger of a caged tiger. 

NikoUs came out of the bathroom. He said : “I put a 
coupla pounds of soda in your bath. They tell me it's a very 
good thing." 

Callaghan asked : " F'or what ? " 

" For whisky,” said Nikolls. ” I thought may be you'd 
want to do a little thinkin'.” 

Callaghan said : ” What do I want to think about ? ” 
Nikolls said : ” I wouldn't know.” He went out of the 
room. • 

Callaghan was still walking up and down when Suzanne 
Melander knocked on the door. She came in with the coffee. 

She said : ” Good-evening, Mr. Callaghan. I hope I find 
you well.” 

Callaghan took the coffee. He said : ” I'm ver/ well, 
thank you, Suzanne.” 

She said: ” Please tell me something. Do you ever kiss 
anybody and while you'rq kissing tliem you find yourself 
thinking of something else ? ” 

Callagh^ sat on the bed and sipped coffee. He looked at 
her darkly. He said : ” When I'm kissing who ? ” 

Suzanne pleated her skirt with two fingers. She said 
demurely: “Well . . .we, for instance . . .” 

Callaghan sipped some more coffee. He said : “ I wouldn't 
know. Did I ever kiss you at any time ?” He smiled at her. 

Suzanne swore mildly under her breath. She thought well, 
my girl, you asked for it and you got it. 

CaBaghan looked at her sideways. He smiled pleasantly. 
He said : “ Suzanne, would you*do swnething for me ? ” 

She said^: “Of course,. Mr. Cal^ghan.” ^ 

Callaghan said : ^ Just close trie door very quietly . . 
foom the4)utsid^ . . . there»'s a good girl ... .” 

Suzanne gasped a IKtle. ^ She went awfiyf Outside, in the 
corridor, she said one or t^o very, trenchant things about 
Mr. Callaghan. Then she went downstaii^. • 

As she reached the bottom o^ the staircase, the telephone 
bell began to ring. She started to walk towards the office. 
Nikolls canffe from the dining-room ;*got there first. He said 
as he passed her in the hallway 
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" It's all right, honey. This is for me." , 

' It was Effie Thompson. She said : " Mr. Nikc^lls, I'm 
speaking from the office. Mrs. Denys has just gone.. She 
seems an extremely responsible person. I should say she has 
money. She's prepared to pay Mr. Callaghan a retainer of a 
thousand pounds if he'll look after the business she wants him 
to do." 

" Nice work, Effie," said Nikolls. " What did you tell 
her ? " 

She said : " I told her what you said. She's on her way 
down now. She ought to be with you in about an hour." 

Nikolls said : " That ought to be fun. O.K., Effie." 

She asked : ‘ ' How did Sir. Callaghan like hearing about the* 
Swayle cheque ? '»' 

Nikolls said : " It did the trick. He's up. He's taking an 
interest in life. First thing in the morning ring through to 
Grayson ; send himothat cheque round and tell him to issue 
a writ against Swayle. You got that ? " 

She said : " Yes, I've got that." She paused ; then : "By 
the way, does Mr. Callaghan know that Mrs. Denys is coming 
down ? " 

Nikolls grinned. He said: "No, I didn't tell him. I 
thought he might like a pleasant little surprise." 

She said : " I hope you're right. Anyhow, as far as looks 
are concerned his surprise at seeing Mrs. Denys should be 
pleasant enough." 

" You don't say I " said Nikolls. " So it's like that 1 
She's a looker, hey ? " 

" Yes, Mr. Nikolls," said Effie. " She's what you call a 
looker. Well, is that all ? " 

Nikolls said : “ Yeah, I think you've done a swell job." 

She said : " I'm glad you like it." She hung up. 

Nikolls went out intathe hallway. Suzanne Melander said : 

" Mr. Nikolls Mr. Callaghan is going to Lave supper in an 
hour. What do you think* he’d like to fcat ? " 

" I wouldn't liow,” said Nikplls. " If be eats at all 
be surprised. Batrl'm glad you mentioned it.. We'll have 
that nice table by the french windows, and you'd better lay 
it for thr^. We g^t company." 

He began to W£dk up the stairs towards Callaghan's room. 

i* u * 



CHAPTER TWO 


LA BELLE DAME 

• 

It was eleven-thirty.* Callaghan stood before the fireplace 
in the small office parlopr. He was wearing a blue piiffiead 
suit, a light blue silk shirt and collar, a navy blue tie. He 
had a glass of brandy in one hand ; a cigarette hung from the 
comer of his mouth. He was not so tired as bad-tempered. 

NikoUs, stretched in one of the big leather armchairs that 
flanked the fireplace, blew a ruminative smoke ring. 

He said ; “ She oughta be here by now^that dame. If 
she left at ten o'clock she oughta been here just after eleven. 
Maybe she didn't like it because the roads are wet. Maybe 
she's a bad driver. Maybe she's just indifferent." 

Callaghan said : " Perhaps she put the car in a ditch. I 
don’t think I'd mind a bit." 

" Yeah ? " said Nikolls. " That's the way you're feelin'. 
You'll be all right in the morning. Me — I been thinkin' about 
your stomach. I been talkin' about it with Mrs. Melander. 
She reckons she only knew one guy who drank more than you 
do. She’s^ot an idea that you got yourself so goddam piclded 
inside that you're practically waterproof. You musta drunk 
two bottles of whisky this afternoon besides the Bacardi you 
had this momin’. You must be built like a battleship." 

Callaghan said : " Maybe, but that doesn't help. How do 
I know I want to see this Mrs. Denys ? Tlfls is supposed to 
be a holiday." 

" I know," said Nikolls, " but^I reckon it's been goin' on 
too long — ^this holiday. I reckon if something don’t get you 
back to work you'll turn into a nistic'Vith h^ in your hair. 
Besides, Erne thifiks j:his Denys is a propptition." 

Suzanne Melander came in. She carried a coffee service 
on a silver tray fh her hands. She put it down on the table 
near Callaghnn. She Said * 

" Believe it or not, Mr. Callaghan, but a most beautiful 
^rson has just arrived in a very l^ge car. # A unique creature. 

^ She wants to see you." • 

Nikplh sighed. " The customer's arrived," he said. * " Say, 
SuefSme, wKkt does she look like ? " * 
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She said; : “ Too amazing for words. Shfe's a brunette with 
Qi© most marvellous skin and a very attractive nose. I liked , 
the shape of her face and she has a delightful mouth— also a 
charmingly mischievous look in her eyes.*' , 

Callaghan yawned. He said ; “ Wonderful ! I can hardly 
wait." 

NikoUs said : ** Sounds sorta interestin'. What was she 
wearin' ? Did her clothes look' good ? '' 

Suzanne sighed. " They looked very good to me. I*m 
burning with envy. Would you like an exact description, 
Mr. NikoUs ? Well . . . she’s wearing a very well-cut grey 
flannel coat and skirt arid a pale grey organdie blouse with 
red pin-spots. A grey felt pull-on hat with a silk corded 
ribbon in red and grey, ’very attractive court shoes and 
brown pig-skin driving gauntlets. Definitely a si”ht for 
tired eyes." 

CaUaghan asked : " Where is this wondrous being ? " 

Suzanne said : " ^he’s powdering her nose. She should be 
here in a minute. She stopped for supper on the way." 

NikoUs heaved himself out of the chair. He followed 
Suzanne Melander out of the room. He stood in the hallway 
looking down the passage ; then he turned quickly and came 
back into the room. He said : 

" Boy, is she wonderful 1 Now I've seen everything." 

The woman came out of the shadows of the hallway across 
the threshold. She looked from NikoUs to Callaghan with a 
smile— an attractive friendly smile. She was entirely poised, 
absolutely at ease. She said. 

" I'm Paula Denys. I expect you're Mr. Callaghan." 

CaUaghan said, : " Correct. At your service, I hope." 

She said : " I hope so too." 

NikoUs pushed up one of the big armchairs. He said : " I 
reckon you're tired. Take your weight off your feet^ Mrs. 
Denys. Relax.,- You’re with friends." 

She smiled at him. " I'm glad of that,"fl6he sadd. " I've 
an idea I'nfgoing to need fhem." She^ooked at CaUaghan. 
She said demurely : " Are you going to* help me, Mf. 
CaUaghan?" ‘ 

Callaghan said : " I'm not sure: 1 came down here for a 
holiday, but it seems that* the holiday's been getting the better 
of me." " 

" Toe bad," she said. " Too much rain ? " 

NikoUs said : " No — too much whiskI^ For tbe last three 
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L or four days this: place has been like Chicago und^r 
prohibition/' , 

“ Dear.. . . dear . . /' said Mrs. Denys. " It seems as if* 


I've come at the right time." 

Callaghan said : " I wonder. Would you like to 


the coffee ? 


pour out 


She said : " I'd love to. And I see there's a cup for me." 
" You, bet," said Nikolls.* " Callaghan Investigations 

thinks of ever5rthing. We give our clients coffee " 

" And what do they give you ? " she asked. 

Nikolls sighed. " Practically eversrthing they've got," he 
said. " We're an expensive firm." 

Callaghan said : " Mrs. Denys, this is Windemere Nikolls, 
my assistant. He's a Canadian. His bark is very much 
worse than his bite." ^ 

Nikolls said : " Don't you take any notice of him, lady. 
I never bite the customers." 


She said : " You know I think I'm going to like you both 
very much. I’ve only been here a few seconds and I feel I'm 
with friends." 


She poured out the coffee. Most of the time her eyes were 
on Callaghan. Without making any pretence, she took in 
every detail of his face and clothes. She gave the impression 
of submitting him to the closest scrutiny. 

Callaghan yawned again. He lit a fresh cigarette and 
stood lookiifg straight in front of him. He said : 

" All this is very nice, but I think my secretary may have 
been a little premature in sending you down here, Mrs. Denys. 
I think I ought to tell you that I haven't made up my mind 
as to whether I'll handle your business." 

• She said : " Mr. Callaghan, I hope you wifi. And just to 
show that I mean business may I produce to you one excellent 
reasomfor your handling it ? " • 

Callaghan said : "I'd like to hear ^ 

She said? " It# would be much better for you to see it." 
She opened her handbag ; brouglfb»o«t a wad of banknotes. 
She handed them J;o Callaghan. " There is a thousand pounds 
there, Mr? Callaghan, she said. " That^is.your retainer if 
you consent Ito help me. Naturally, I expect you to put a 
further bill in if the matter i^completed successfully. You'll 
find that I seldom argue about money." • • 

^ Callaghan put the banknotes behind him on the Qiantel- 
pie^^-^Tle sgid : " WJuat exactly is th^ trouble, Mrs. Denys ? " 
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%Sbe sighed. " It's rather stupid. I’m ^aid," she said. ^ 
, She hhnded Nikolls his coffee, brought a cup to Callaghaiu 
^he went back to the chair, sat down, crossed hea legs and 
leaned back. Callaghan reahsed that when Suzanne Mialander 
had said that Mrs. Den 3 rs had a superb figure, ^e was not 
exaggerating. He drank some coffee. 

" Most of the cases we get {ire rather stupid, Mrs. Denys," 
he said. “ Somebody starts off by beingstupid and somebody 
else gets tough. Most cases are like that. Who was stujnd 
in this one — ^you ? ” 

She nodded prettily. " Yes, I was," she said. " Just how 
stupid, only I know. Briefly, the facts are these : I've been 
married for three years. I ^dn't want to get married in the 
first place. I’ve never even liked my husband. When we 
were married I was foolish — I had no marriage settlement and 
our finances were very soon mixed up." She smiled wryly. 

" I mean my money got mixed up with his,’’ she said. " My 
husband was a maji who was rich, of good family, wildly 
extravagant and a dninkard. In point of fact," she went on, 

" our marriage was merely a marriage in name, although we 
lived in the same house." 

Callaghan nodded. He said : " This isn’t a divorce case, 
is it ? I don’t like divorce cases.” 

She said : " I know, Mr. Callaghan. Your Miss Thompson 
told me that. No, this isn’t a divorce case. I told you it was ' 
stupid. In a minute you’ll realise what a terribly stupid case 
it is," she went on. " Some months ago I decided to leave 
my husband. I asked him if he would allow me to divorce 
him. He refused. Not only did be refuse, .but in order to 
prevent my leaving him he stopped my allowance. That 
made me rather angry." 

Callaghan nodded. “ I can understand that," he said. 

" Would you like a cigarette, Mrs. Denys ? ” 

She said : " Yes, please.” » 

Callaghan gave her a cigarette ; stood over her,’’ lighting it. 
A brea& of the attractiV<r fscffume she*was wearing came to 
his nostrils. He went back to th^ fireplace. - « 

She continued : <'T decided to leave him, bu^ I made up 
my mind that I was going to get wme money somehow. Then 
1 had an jdea. Wf. were living in a house called Mayfield 
Place, nem Chessingford in Buckinghamshire. My husband 
had a ccUectiun there of valuable, antique jewellery, emongst * 
which was a box. Possibly you've heard of it.'< It's Ua!^ 
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L the Denys Coronet,* and it's been' in the family I believe far. 
^eeveral hundred years. The box is in the shajpe of a oxconeli 
and is sidily encrusted with jewds ; the lid raises on a 
hfage cthat is worked by a secret spring. It is supposed 
to be very precious. It’s valued at seventy th o usand 
pounds." 

Callaghan nodded. " So you made up your mind that 
when you went you’d lake the Denys Coronet with you ? " 
" Yes and no." she said. " I wanted the Coronet. I 
thought I was entitled ‘to it. I should tell you that my 
husband has had very much more than seventy thousand 
pounds of my money. But I did not popose to take it with 
me. I thought that would be too obvious." 

Callaghan said : " I see. So what did you do ? " 

She said : " I arranged to have the Ccronet stolen. I 
arranged this with a man I’d met casually at a club where I 
used to dance — a man named De Sirac. He was hard up and 
when I talked to him about it he said that he’d do it — for a 
consideration." 

" Nice work,” said Nikolls. " Did it come off ? ’’ 

She nodded. " Oh yes, Mr. Nikolls. It came off. It was 
very simple. You see the jewellery was kept in a wall safe 
in the library, but I knew the combination. My husband 
rarely went to the safe. In point of fact it is seldom opened 
^except onc^ or twee a year when the jewellery is taken out 
for cleaning. So I thought it might easily be some time 
before the robbery was discovered.” 

Callaghan said : " So you gave the combination to De 
Sirac. And I suppose somebody let him into the house ? " 

" No," she said, " there was no need. I<d supplied him 
with a key. He opened the safe and removed the Coronet." 

Callaghan asked : " Has the theft been discovered 

yet ? "• * 

" Not ye^ Mr. Callaghan," she replied. " As I told you, 
the CoronetTs only taken out of tlje safe once or tiyice a year 
for cleaning, and as it had been a&Aed a few Weeks before 
De Sirac tpok it, •some time,may elapse J)efoFe my husband 
discovers the.Aheft.’’ - * • 

Callaghan podded. " And when h? does discover it 7" he 
queried. " Do you think he’ll suspect yoifc? " , 

. She shook her head. " \VhyJ should he ? " she asked. 
He even know that I Imew the safe ccnnbin&tion.’’ 

Qifi^ran asked : "«Mrs. Denys, what sort of man is your 
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husband ? You say he didn't like the i^ea of this divorce* 
pid he think you'd return to him ? Is he very much in love;^' 
with you ? " , 

She said : “I don't know. He's a strange, possessiye sort 
of man, but I've told you that we never reiQy lived together 
as husband and wife. I think the idea of losing his wife 
didn't appeal to him very much. His pride was hurt, but 
that was probably all." 

Callaghan said : " I see. And now what is it you want me 
to do, Mrs. Denys ? " 

She said : " Mr. Callaghan, I want you to get the Denys 
Coronet for me.'J 

Callaghan raised his eyebrows. " You haven't got it ? " 
he queried. 

She shook hy head. " I've never had it," she said. 

" That's the trouble. I told you this was rather a stupid 
case." 

Callaghan grinne^. " I take it that the enterprising De 
Sirac refuses to part with it," he said. In other words, he's 
got you where he wants you, Mrs. Denys. He’s doing a little 
blackmail on the side." 

She said: "That's right, Mr. Callaghan." She smiled. 

" Life can be so disappointing, can't it ? Or possibly my 
trust in human nature is too great." She sighed again. " Of 
course I was stupid," she went on, " I ought to have known ; 
better than to trust a person like De Sirac. Bift then I'm 
afraid I'm rather a trusting sort of individual." She looked 
from Callaghan to Nikolls with a delightful smile. " You 
realise how I’m trusting you," she said demurely. 

" That's right;," said Nikolls. " Only wt haven't got the 
Coronet, lady, have we ? " 

"• I wish you had, Mr. Nikolls," she said. 

Callaghan lit a fresh cigarette. " Fell me what happened," 
he asked. " pid you, expect De Sirac to bring you the 
Coronet ? " % ^ 

She said^ The arran^^nent was thfit he should bring me 
the Coronet at an hotel in London four weel^s after J had left 
Mayfield Place, c \Yhen he didn't do^so I became a little' 
worried. I knew his address. I got in toucli with him. 
First of all I tried ringing on th% telephone, but* no one ever 
replied. Then I wrote' him«L note. Two days after the note 
was despatched, he rang me up. He said that hejbad the* 
Coronet, but that he didn't intend to ha^nd it ovec unffeS^jad 
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\jpaid him some more money* He wanted ten thousand 
,f>oun<k." 

Nikolls lyhistled through his teeth, '' A nice guy/' he' said, 
“ this I^e Sirac. A crooked basket that one. The boy sorta 
knows his way about. It looks to me as if he's sittin' on top 
of the heap right now." 

She nodded sadly. 

Callaghan asked ; " How much did you pay De Sirac 
originally to do the job, Mrs. Denys ? " 

" Two hundred and fifty pounds," she said, " and there 
was to be another two hundred and fifty when he handed the 
Coronet over." 

" And he wants ten thousand ? " said Callaghan. He 
stubbed out his cigarette end in the' Ashtray on the mantel- 
piece behind him. He said : "I still don't i^now what it is 
you want me to do." 

She smiled at him. Her smile was very slow, very sweet. 
He noticed the beauty of her mouth and teeth. 

She said : "I want you to get that Coronet back, Mr. 

, Callaghan. You see, I know where Mr. De Sirac is living and 
I think you might possibly persuade him that it would be to 
his advantage to hand it over to you." 

Nikolls said : " Yeah, I know — a little strong-arm stuff. 
I think it would be good for this guy, an' he couldn't very well 
‘‘IJ^ueal about it." 

Callaghan* said : "No, he couldn't do that. But if he 
talked he could make things very tough for you, Mrs. 
Denys." 

She said : " Yes, I suppose he could." 

Callaghan said : " Tell me where did this thpusand pounds 
cohie from ? '* He indicated the packet of banknotes on the 
mantelpiece behind him. 

She said : " I had a little money when I left my husband." 

Callaghan grinned. He said : " YoiO*e certainly taking a 
chance on ffS, area't you— parting with this thousand and 
hoping we'll get you thib Coronet ? ^By the way, what would 
ypp do wi^i it if you got it ? ^ You couldn't sell a thing, like 
that in the opcjji market* you know." , 

She said : " I know that, Mr. Callaghan, but the precious 
stones in the Coronet are very'rare. I thoijight I might prise 
a few out at a time and sell them,'- 

Callahan said : " It's an idea.''* He half turned ; picked 
up t];^»i^ckekiof banknotes. He counted them over. 
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She said : " So you're going to help nle, Mr. Callaghan ? ^ 
\ She smiled at him. ^ 

Callaghan said : "I don't know, Mrs. Denys. I've got to 
think about it. Probably you'll be staying here tht night. 
It's very dark and the roads are bad. I expect you'll go back 
to town to-morrow. I'll think this over. I'll let you know 
in the morning. In the meantime you'd better have these 
banknotes back." 

She got up. She said : " Oh no, Mr. Callaghan. They're 
quite safe with you. If you decide in the morning that 
you're not going to do this job for me, then you can give them 
to me back." 

Callaghan said : ".Yeiy well." He put the notes in his 
pocket. " Where is De Sirac living at the moment ? " he 
asked. " Is he>in London ? " 

She nodded. " He has a flat," she said, " on the third 
floor — 267a Long Acre." 

" And what sort'^of man is he ?" asked CaUaghan. 

" Not very nice," she said. " In fact not at all nice, and I 
should say very tough — quite a proposition." 

Callaghan said : "I'll think about it, Mrs. Denys. I'll let 
you know in the morning. ' ' He picked up the glass of brandy ; 
finished it. 

She said ; " Now I think I'll go to bed. I'm rather tired. 
I wonder where that charming girl is — the one who met me 
when I arrived." 

NikoUs said : "You mean Suzanne. A nice kid, that, 
hey ? " 

He went out into the hallway and bellowed. After a 
minute she appeared. 

Nikolls said : "Hey, Suzanne, Mrs. Denys wants to be 
shown to her room. You've got another guest. See she gets 
an egg for breakfast — may be two.” 

Suzanne said : " ©f cohrse. Will you conie this way, 
please?"^ " 

She went away. Mrs! ^ Denys, wfth one final smile at 
Callaghan, followed her. r * c c 


It was midnight. The rain bad ceased and the moon came 
out from behind the clouds. Callaghan, an unlit cigarette 
between his lips, walked up and down the gravel path tha^ 
bisected the lawn at the back of the house. <1 

He was thinking about Mrs. Denys^her husband ahdk the 
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^ taan De Sirac. He concluded that De Sirac must have a good ^ 
' nerve ; taking the line he had, he had not^been taking too 
many qjiances. What manner of man was De Sirac ? And 
^ why should he allow himself to commit burglary for two 
hundred and fifty pounds down and a like sum when the 
business was completed. Unless^ of course, De Sirac had made 
up his mind, from the start, that he^would not part with the 
Coronet until he was paid a much larger sum of money* 

In which case he would be a fairly tough proposition. And 
he was in a strong position. A position in which he could, 
still — if he wanted to— drive a hard bargain. 

Callaghan lit his cigarette and pondered on this point. 
Then he began to walk towards the ga'rage. 

Arrived there, he opened the door with a k^ he took from 
his pocket and went in. His own car was obstructed from 
view by the very smart Daimler which had brought Mrs. 
Denys to the inn. Callaghan, carefully ^{dosing the garage 
door, switched on the light and examined it. A fine cv» he 
thought. He opened the door of the driving seat and glanced 
at the petrol indicator. The tank was nearly full. He 
inhaled a mouthful of tobacco smoke and wondered where 
Mrs. Denys got her petrol from. 

Callaghan sat down on the running board of the car and 
‘considered life generally. It was a bad business about that 
Swayle cheque and, although the loss of four thousand pounds 
did not mean the world to Callaghan Investigations, yet it 
was rather a nasty blow. Of course they migkl get the money. 
Callaghan thought that it seemed indicated that he earned 
Mrs. Denys' thousand pounds. 

He begai^ to think about Mrs. Denys and women in general. 
Women were funny things. They did things which were 
incongruous if not directly contradictory. He wondered why 
in the first place it had b^n necessary for her tq marry Denys 
. whom she did nob like ; but having married him, and con- 
tinued to dislike him, hfi wondered ^ly it was that 5he should 
consider that he would be prepared to accept that situation 
permanently.^ „ ’ . . 

Callaghan thought that Was odd. He came out of the 
garage ; walke^l back across tHe lawn. ' He Jhrew his cigarette 
stub into the lily pond and walked-'up the verandah stairway, 
through J^e dining-room into the hall. He went into the 
, offic^>iet5^zani^e Melai\der was sitting at the desk, busy with 
accounts. ^ * V 
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Callaghan said : ** It's a nice night, Suzanne." ^ * 

She said : " Is it ? " 

" Would you like to tell me something ? " he asked. 

She said ; " Td like to tell you anything I can. I thought 
perhaps you were going to ask me to go for a walk." 

Callaghan said : " That's a good idea, but may be I'm going 
to be busy." 

She said : " Yes ? Doing what ? And what was it you 
wanted me to tell you ? " 

Callaghan asked : " What's the number of Mrs. Denys' 
room ? " 

She said ; " She's in .number eleven on the first floor. Of 
course I'd be awfully curious if I asked why you wanted to 
know." 

Callaghan said over his shoulder : " The reason's obvious, 
isn't it ? " 

He crossed the ^all ; went up the stairway. On the first 
floor he stopped at No. ii and rapped with his knuckles. 

Mrs. Denys said : " Yes, who is that } " 

Callaghan said ; " This is Callaghan. I had an idea to go 
for a little drive, but I can't get at my car because you've 
parked yours between it and the garage doors. I wondered 
if you'd let me have your key." 

She said: " But of course. Just a moment. 

Callaghan leaned against the wall. He lit a cigarette. He 
began to blow smoke rings. After a minute the door opened. 
She came out. Over cyclamen silk pyjamas she was wearing 
a cyclamen dressing-gown, with white silk facings. Her hair 
was tied with a black watered silk ribbon. Her face 
expressed a mild concern. > 

She said : " I'm sorry about my car, Mr. Callaghan." She 
held out the key towards him. 

Callaghan Said : "'Think nothing of it." 

She scid : " Tell somethin^;, Mr. Callaghan. Do^ 

you often go driving about the countryside at dead of • 
night ? " . ‘ ^ t . 

He said : ""ScAnetimes it's a goodHime to tkink." 

She asked: "Andiyou have lots of important things to 
think about ? " 

He said : " Well, at thq moment I have one very important 
thing — Mrs. Denys ! " V * 

She put her hands bbhind her head. ^ She smiled. UfcS^han * 
thought she looked ''^ery attradtive. ' 
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^ Shd said : And may one ask what Mr. Callaghan 
thinking about Mrs. Denys ? " 

Callaghan dropped the key into the side pocket of his coat. 
He said; *'I think Mrs. Denys is a very delightful and very 
charming woman. A very beautiful woman too. I've been 
trjing to pick holes in that story of hers." 

She said: "I see.". She was still smiling. "And have’ 
you succeeded, Mr. Callaghan ? " 

He said : " I'm not quite sure. Maybe you've told me the 
truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. May be 
you haven't." 

She said: "So you're going to .reason it out. You're 
going to go for a little drive and work it all out, and to-morrow 
morning you'll tell me all about it. If I feven't told the 
exact truth Mr. Callaghan will unerringly place a finger on 
^the weak point in my story. Is that it ? " 

Callaghan said : " Wlio knows ? Good-night to you, Mrs. 
Denys." He grinned amiably at her. 

"And good-night to you, Mr. Callaghan," she said. She 
went back into her room. 

He went down the hall stairs. At the bottom, Suzanne 
Melander was locking the office door. She said : 

" Did you have a pleasant conversation ? " 

"Not to(4bad," said Callaghan. "Suzanne, what do you 
think of Mrs. Denys ? " 

She considered for a moment. She said : " She's charming. 
She has style. She dresses well. I like her — I think. And 
what does Mr. Callaghan think ? " 

Callaghan said : " I’m rather inclined to agree with you — 

I think. So long, Suzanne." • ' 

" Good-night, Mr. Callaghan," she said. " Pleasant 
dreams.” 

Callaghan^walked across the hallwajf towaifls the dining- 
room. ' ^ .. 

She said : Are you going out ? ” 

■ He nodded. ■ > . 

" Well, what about ^our Jiat ? ” she a^e&. “ Have you 
forgotten it ? ” • 

Odlaghan came back. He said ; " I'm*always forgetting 
something, aren't I ? ” He took her chin in his right ,hand, 
ulted itjup, kissed her. 

Shi^Said : "Damn ! 

Callaghan said : "Why?”* 
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^ Stxe said : " Oh, I don't know. But I'm perfectly c^ain 
you were thinking about something else." ^ 

He grinned at her. He said: "You'd be siyprised, 
Suzanne." 

He picked up his hat from the stand in the hallway, 
disappeared into the darknesg of the dining-room. 

Suzanne stood looking after him. , She thought : You're a 
strange and rather attractive man, Mr. Callaghan. You'd be 
a terrible man to live with. One Would never know where 
one was with you. But you'd never be boring ... I 
wonder . . . 

After a moment she gave up wondering. She said : "Oh 
hell . . .!" — locked up‘the office and went to bed. 

Outside the t night breeze had freshened. Callaghan un- 
locked the garage doors ; swung them open. He got into 
Mrs. Deny's Daimler, switched on the engine, backed the car 
out of the garage^ He got out of the car, closed the garage 
doors, locked them ; then he got back into the Daimler, drove 
slowly along the drive, into the lane. Ten minutes later he 
was on the main road. He turned the head of the car towards 
London. 

It was half-past one when Callaghan parked the car in a 
deserted turning off Endell Street ; began to walk towards 
Long Acre. It was spitting with rain and the moon had dis- 
appeared. Five minutes afterwards he found himself outside 
267a Long Acre. It was an old-fashioned apartment block. 

Callaghan pushed open the folding doors and went inside. 
The single blued-out light burning in the hallway showed him 
. that the glass-fronted porter's desk was empty. Down the 
corridor by the side of the lift he saw an address indicator. 
He walked quietly towards it, his hands in his coat pockets. 
It showed tbnt Mr. De Sirac lived on the third floor. 

He w^ed on past the lift ; began tc ascehd the stairs. 
He was thinking about "De Sirac ; wondered to what social 
category this young man aboqt town, who was ^miably pre- 
pared to lend* hnnself to semi-professional jpwel burgfary, 
belonged. ^ * 

He reached thf third floor. Through the transom over the 
door of the flat a light ^showed. Callaghan rang the beU. 
Nothing happened. He Waited a few minutes ; then rapped 
sharply on the door with his knuckleg. A minute ail.'u:wards. 
the door opened. , • ^ ‘ • 
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Standing m tiie hallway was a tall, wdl^built man. He 
. rigaided CaJ l a gfaM with an almost boievicdmit sm^ tlist'' 
Crowed hfi gteaming white teeth. Ifis hair was black, ef ^ 
patent leather type ; his face round and amiably intdligent. 
Underneath the spotted foulard dresstng-gown CaQaghrm 
could see that he had good well-set ^ordders. 

He said : “ Would you be I>e*Sirac ? " 

The man nodded. His smile, broaden^ a little. 

He said : " Yes. What can I do for you ? ” 

Callaghan said : " 1 want to talk to you. My name’s 
Callaghan. I'm a private detective." 

De Sirac said softly “ Yes ? 1 wonder what you would 
want to talk to me about at this time in the morning, tfr. 
Callaghan. It’s not a conventional hour for calling, is it ? ’' 

■ Callaghan said : ’’ I haven’t come to talk ab<mt convmitional 
business." 

■ De Sirac said : " I might not want to talk, Mr. CaUaghan."' 

Callaghan said : “ Probably not, but you wiU— one way or 
another." He amcluded that he did not like Mr. De Sirac. 
He went on : “ Supposing we don't waste time. I think I 
can make things fairly tough for you. On the other hand, if 
you’re sensible ’’ 

De Sirac said : " I see. That sounds rather like the opeiring 
of a blackmail scene on the films, doesn’t it ? ’’ 

' Callaghan eaid: "You ought to know.” 

De Sirac laughed softly. He said : " Mr. Callaghan, I find 
you quite amusing. Come in." He held open the door. 

CMaghan went into the hallway of the flat. It was well- 
furnished and there was an odd smell of perfume about the 
place. There was a lack of air too, which displeased Calkghan. 
He hung his black felt hat on the hallstand. De Sirac closed 
the front door, crossed the hall, opened another door. He 
said: " Come in Mr. Callaghan." . ^ 

^ Callaghan went igto the large well-fumished *sitting-room. 
De Sirac dosed the doo:» softly behiad him. He saifl ; 

“ How about a little drink ?” 

. 'Obllaghaff said :* " Thank you. I'd likfe some whisky if 
you’ve got soifle.” 

De Sirac said : " I’ve got whisky." He went to a side- 
board ; produced a bottle of whisky, a sypfion, two glasses. 
He n^ed the drinks. He came* to Callaghan, who -was 
standing 'ih frqpt of the fireplace, a gla^^s in each hand. He 
‘handed Callaghan a gla&. , 
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De Sirac said : " Here’s to our talk; Mr. CaUagbaa. I 
btope it’ll be successful from both pdnts of view.” 

Callaghan drank the whisky. He put the glass on the 
mantelpiece behind him. He said : • 

" I don’t think it’s going to be, De Sirac. This isn’t the 
sort of talk that’s going to be agreeable to both of us.” 

De Sirac nodded. He brought out a gold and platinum 
striped cigarette case ; offered it to Callaghan. Calla^ian 
shook his head. 

" I anoke Virginian cigarettes,” he said. ” I’ll smoke my 
own if you don’t mind.” 

De Sirac lit a cigarette ; put the case back in his hip pocket. 
The smell of the Turkish cigarette was strong and perfumed. 
Callaghan thought it matched the atmosphere of the flat. 

De Sirac said : ” Well, Mr. Callaghan, let’s get on with 
this talk which is going to be disagreeable to one of us. I 
wonder which one that’s going to l^.” 

Callaghan said “I’ll tell you. It's going to be disagree- 
able to you. So I won't waste any words. A client of mine — 
Mrs. Denys — ^tells me you’ve got a Coronet belonging to her — 
a rather valuable piece. I want it.” 

De Sirac said: ” Justlike that !” He was still smiling. 

Callaghan said : ” Just like that.” 

De Sirac said : ” Do you think it's going to be quite as 
easy as that ?” , 

Callaghan grinned. He said : ” Why not ? Mrs. Denys 
made a little plot with you. She arranged for you to get into 
Ma 3 dield Place. She gave you the combination of her 
husband's safe. The arrangement was that you should 
remove the Coronet and hand it over to her. You removed 
it but you haven't handed it over to her. I suppose the idea 
is that you blackmail her for what you can get, after which 
you'll have her on the end^of a string for as long as you want 
to keep her fliere. ’^feight*?” 

De Sim; said : ” Y;&, that's fairly coVrect. And I don’t' 
see that you can do anything about it. Perhaps you'd allow 
me to ask you a question or twv). May 1 afsk how^ong yon’ve 
known Mrs. Denys ?” . ' • 

Callaghan said : " I don’t»see that helps. • How long I've 
known'Mrs. Deifys doesq’t matter a damn. The only thing 
that concerns me is whether you’re going to hand over tl\|it 
Coronet or not.” 

De Sirac said : "’That’s straight* enough.” That*^ A nice 
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direct (Question.'* ‘He emfled again. “ The answer k I'm 
not. And I don't know exactly what you're going to do alxmt 
it 1" • 

Callaghan sud : " How’s that for a start ?” He hit De 
Sirac in the mouth. The sound of his fist against the other's 
teeth made a peculiar wooden noise. De Sirac fell flat on his 
back, his head against the side Of an ottoman. A thin stream . 
of blood began to trickle down his chin. But he was stiU 
smiling ; his eyes, fixed on Callaghan's face, were m^evolmit. 

Callaghan took a step forward. He reached out his left 
hand ; put it into the top of De Sirac's shirt collar. He lifted 
his head and shoulders two or three feet ; hit him again in 
the face. This time De Sirac’s head hit the floor with a 
thud. 

. Callaghan said : “ It’s going to be very milch easier if you 
listen to reason.” 

. De Sirac slowly got to his feet. He said in his peculiar 
•soft voice: ”I think that’s where yoit’re mistaken. .I’d 
like to point this out to you. I believe ” 

His right foot suddenly shot forward and upwards. 
Callaghan, who was waiting for it, side-stepped quickly, 
moved in, and before De Sirac could recover his balance bit 
him across the point of the jaw with his elbow. De Sirac 
fell sideways. His head struck a small ornamental table 
with a crasik The table ricochetted across the room, smashed 
against the wall. 

De Sirac lay quite still in the middle of the floor. Callaghan . 
looked at him for a moment. Then he lit a cigarette ; began 
to walk round the flat. 

It was a large well-furnished flat and if the decor was 
inclined to be on the theatrical side that, Callaghan concluded, 
was only to be expected of Mr. De Sirac. 

He looked casually into one qr twp drawers ; opened a 
cupboard here and there. He saw nothing that looked 
remotely like the Danys CoroneC* But then the hardly 
expected to. 

. • He wen# back to the sitting-room. De Sj^c was at the 
sideboard, pouring himSelf a. whisky and sd^a. He looked at 
Callaghan over his shoulder. He said ; 

" Well, did you find it, Mr. Bloody Clevef Dick ?”• 

; Callaghan said : " No I didn’t expect to.” 

De SiitiA: said : ” It looks rather as^if you^ journey's been 
wasted, doesnT it ?” • , . 
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Calta^iaa grinned. "X wouldn't say that/' he Etdid. 
‘"It's been nice meeting you. We've had a lot <d' hm." 

' De Strac drank the vdiisky in one gulp. He pui 'the g^ass 
down <m the sideboard. He turned ; stood leaning dgainst 
the adeboard looking at Callaghan. He said : 

" You're pretty tough, aren^ you, Mr. Callag^ian ? Well, 
so am I. And you don’t frightai me one little bit. So you 
might as well get something into yotu* head here and now. 
I'm not parting with the Denys Coronet until I get what I 
want for it. And that isn't necessarily money. Do you 
understand that ?" 

Callaghan said : “ I hear what you say. You're a blufier, 
De Sirac. You’ve got no possible right to that Coronet.” 

De Sirac said.: ” Has your client ?” 

Callaghan said : " That isn't the point. Two mongs don’t 
make a right. If my client likes to do something that’s odd 
and funny, that’s her business.” 

De Sirac said : " Well . . . what can you do about it ?”* 
He was almost nonchalant. 

■ Callaghan said : ” What can I do about it ? Oidte a lot. 
First of all you can’t sell that Coronet, and even you haven’t 
got the nerve to prise out the stones and sell them individually. 
You can take it from me I’m going to have it one way or 
another.” 

He grinned at De Sirac. “After all,” he said, “there's 
a war on, you know. You can’t get out of this country. 
You’ll find it very difficult even to leave London, and from 
to-morrow morning I shall have somebody keeping an eye 
on this flat. Wherever you go, De Sirac, I’ll have somebody 
.on your tail. In fact,” said Callaghan, “ do you know what 
I think ?” 

De Sirac said : “ What do you think, Mr. Callaghan ?” 

Callaghan said airily ; “J think you’ll be very glad to hand 
me that Coronet in a couple of weeks’ time ” 

De Siri^ said : “ We’d see.” ' 

Callaghan lit a cigarette. He said : “Well, I’ll probably 
be seeing you sometime. Good-night.” * “ 

He w^ed out of the sitting-room ; took his hat from the 
halktaml ; opened the front dter of the flat ,* blosed it softly 
behind him. He walked «lowly down the stairs. When he 
reached the ground floor he walked up and down the passage. 
The place was quite quiet. There was no one about’. - 

Callaghan stubbed out his cigarette'' into a sand bucket and 
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WUeed bade past Che lift aad the staiis beside it. k. Um 
yards dovm the passage there was a short GtHxidor leadail 
to a flat.* Callaghan tamed the comer and stood with his 
back &> the wall, his hands in his pockets. He was thhiking 
about Mlrs. Denys. ■v,.': 

He was wondering how a woman of her attractioii, of her 
breeding and charm, could becentne associated with a man 1^ 
De Sirac. He shrugged his shoulders. You never knew with, 
women. 

Twenty minutes went by. Callaghah heard a sound firemt 
the stairway; put his head round the com«r. De Sirac 
emerged from the stairs into the main passage. He was 
carrying a suitcase. He began to walk towards the entrance. 
Callaghan, moving noiselessly, came up behind him. 

• He said softly : " De Sirac ...” 

De Sirac spun round. As he did so, Callaghan raised his 
tight arm and, using the fist and forearm ag a sledge hammer, 
hit the other on the jaw. He caught him as he fell ; pi<:y>ped 
him up against the side of the passage. 

The suitcase was locked, but the key was <m a ring in De 
Sirac's pocket. Callaghan opened the suitcase. At the 
bottom, under some silk shirts, was a square wooden box. 
Callaghan opened it. Inside the box was the Denys Coronet. 
Callaghan put the box on the floor ; closed the suitcase. He 
arranged th6 suitcase artistically under De Sirac's head in 
the manner of a pillow; then, picking up the box, he wait 
out. 

Five minutes later he was on his way back to The Crescent 
& Star. 

It was half-past three. Callaghan parked the car in the 
garage at The Crescent & Star, locked the garage doors and 
went into the inn through the «ide ^window. He walked 
quietly up the stairs to the first floor. He stood at the top 
of the stairs looking do#n the corridW. From und^ the door 
of Mrs. Denys' roopi came a gleam of light. Callaghan walked 
aldhg the corridor ; tapped on ’the door. *, • 

She said: **; Who is tl»t f” 

Callaghan smd : ” This is Callaghan, l^ve got something 
for you.” • * 

• She sai^ : " Would you like to come in ?” 

Callaghan opened th| door ; went into the bedroom, ^e 

was Sitting up in bed, propped up with pillows, reading. She 
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was wearing a ]acy bedjacket and the li§^t from the nse^ 
toloured diaded lamp on the bed-table at her side helped an 
attractive picture. She dosed her book with a snap. . 

" So you've got something for me, Mr. Callaghan ?" 

Callaghan nodded. He put the box on the foot of *the bed. 

He said : “ There’s your Cpronet. Are you surprised ?” 

She smiled. She said : Candidly, no. Do you know, I 
had an idea when you came to me for the car key that you 
might be considering going to see Mr. De Sirac. Apparently 
you found him at home ?” 

Callaghan said : Yes, 1 found him at home all right. 

He’s indined to be tough.” 

She raised her eyebrows. ” Even so,” she said, ” you seem 
to be all in one piece, Mr. Callaghan.” 

He grinned. He said : ” Possibly I'm a little tougher. 
Anyway, you've got your Coronet.” 

She said : ” Harve you seen it ?” 

He nodded. ” A very nice piece of work,” he said. ” It 
must be worth a great deal of money.” 

” It is worth a great deal of money,” she said. ” Does that 
mean that you're not satisfied with your fee ?” 

He said : ” Oh no, it doesn't mean that. I'm quite happy.” 

She said : ” So am I. I have the Coronet. You have a 
thousand pounds. I think that's a very nice friendly deal, 
don't you ?” "" 

Callaghan said : ” Yes, I do.” He went on ; ” You're an 

odd sort of person, aren't you ?” 

” Why do you say that ?” she asked. 

Callaghan said : ” I should never have thought that a 
woman like you would even have known a person like De 
Sirac. He's pretty bad medicine, you know." 

She nodded. ” So I've gathered,” she said. ” But when 
one's in a bad spot, Mr. C^laghan, one chooses the lesser of 
two evils. De Sirac is, as you say, not vory nibe, but then 
neither is My husband.” ” ' ^ 

Callaghan said ; ” Well, you^ought to kijow. Good-night, 
Mrs. Denys.” •- c % ^ ^ 

She smiled whimsically. She §aid in a humorously formal 
voice : " Must you go ?” ^ 

Callaghan said : ” I think so. Mrs. Melander might wonder 
what's going on at her inn.” 

She said : ” That would worry you an awful lot, wouldn’t 
it, Mr. Callaghan ?” 
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i TAilughnn said : ' " Like hell 1 Good-night." 

He erent oat. * 

The gi&ndfather clock in the hallway strack four as he got 
into lied. ^ lay fixr a minute, his hands clasped bdund his 
head, looking at the ceiling. He was thinking that Callaghan 
Investigations had made up a thousand oi the Swayle ct^ue 
anyhow. * 

He switdied ofi the l!^ht. * 


At ten o'clock Suzanne Melander came in with Callaghan's 
morning tea. She drew the curtains. The sunshine flooded 
into the bedroom. 

Callaghan sat up and rubbed his eyes. 

She said : “ Here's your tea, Mr. Callaghan. And I ought 
to tell you that Miss Thompson wants to spe«!k to you. She's 
on the ’phone." 

Callaghan said ; " Where's NikoUs ?" 

Suzanne said : " I don't know. H^s out somewhere. 
Don't you want to speak to Miss Thompson ?" 

Callaghan said : "Is it important ?" 

" I don't know," said Suzanne. " Miss Thompson seemed 
to think so." 

Callaghan said : “ I’ll come down. Tell her to hold on." 

- He got up, put on a dressing-gown and slippers, went down 
' to the office. He took the telephone from Suzanne Melander, 

He said : “ Hello. Effie. What’s the trouble ?” 

Effie Thompson’s voice was cool. She said : " There isn’t, 
any trouble, Mr. Callaghan, but something has occurred to 
me which I think you ought to know. After I saw Mrs. Denys 
yesterday evening I thought I ought to make a few enquiries 
about her just in case you decided to do anything about her 
business." 

Callaghan grinned. " I thinly the .enquiries were a little 
bit late," he said^ " Mrs. Den 3 rs' busing is Wished. We've 
handled that case.” • •• 


" Oh, have you ? 
l«ty." • 
Callaghan* said : 


” said Effie. " I think that's rather a 

• • 

“*What are you getting at, Effie ?" 


She said : * " Only this, Mr Calla^ian. I ve found out <me 
or two things about Mrs. Deny^ She’s *a very responsible 
• and charming perscm. I hear ^e’s a brunette — a real 
latmette.” , 

. CaU^han said : "*So wh^t I” • 
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Effie said : I thuik yon to Iedow tii«t ^ ibs. 
Denys 1 saw yesterday evoiing— the one I sent to seh yoini--^ 
wasn't a retU brunette.” ” 

Callaghan said: "No?" His eyelnows were Raised. 
" What was she ?” he asked. 

" 1 don't know what she was,” said Efi&e. ” But I thon^t 
. I’d better ring you and tell ydh that ho' hair was dyed.” 

* Callaghan said : " I see.” He hung up ; w^t into tiie 
hall. Suzanne Melander was ascending the stairs. He said : 
" Suzanne, where’s Mrs. Den 3 rs ?” 

" Duhi't you know ? ” she said. '* She left eariy this 
morning. She said she had an urgent appmntment. Shall 
you miss her ?” 

Callaghan griimed. He said : " Lilm hell !” 


CHAPTER THREE 

THE CUSTOMER IS ALWAYS RIGHT 

Callaghan pressed the bell-push at 17 Palmeira Court and 
waited. Somewhere in the neighbourhood a clock struck 
eight. He removed the cigarette from his mouth as the door 
opened. A neat maid looked at him enqtiiringly. 

Callaghan said : " Mrs. Denys ?” 

. The maid said : " I don't know if she’s in. And what 
name shall I say ?” 

Callaghan said ; " I don’t suppose my name will mean 
anything to Mrs. Denys, but it's Callaghan. I think my 
business is important.” 

The maid said : " Will you wait ?” 

She went away. 

Callaghan threw his cigarette into the asl^^ray in the corner 
of the corridor. By the time he got back to the door, the 
maid had returned. 

She said : " yVill-you come in, sir ?” 

Call a ghan went ‘mto the hallway ol the fiat, which was 
large, attractively fumiriied. He gave his hat* to the maid 
and followed her tl&ough the open doorway on the other side. 

The girl said : ” Mr. Callaghan," and went away. 

The woman who was sitting at the writing dqric oh the far 
side of the room got up.' She capie towards Callaghan. She 
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wa^ taH, very gxaoefolf quite beaatiful. Sw vrwe 'jk 
dumra- irodk and a single rope of pearis. Ifer attitude ma 
one of polite interest. 

Sie^said in a soft voice: "Yes, Mr. Callaghan ? 
Wotdd 3^00 like to sit down ?" 

Callaghan said : " Thank yon." 

He waited for her to sit do^ in the large tapestry-cov^ed . 
atmdiair that stood by’the fireplace ; then he said : 

" Mrs. Denys, a rathJk odd thing’s happened. I felt I 
ought to see you about it because it concerns you." 

She raised her eyebrows. " Really, Mr. Qdbghan," ^e 
said. " How interesting." She smilra politely. 

Callaghan said : I'm a private*detective. I've been on 
holiday. Yesterday, in the evening, my secretary rang me 
from London,* and told me that a Mrs. raukT Denys wanted 
to see me urgently. Usually we like to know something 
about a client before we do any business, but as this seemed 
to be rather an important case, and forgone or two. other 
reasons which don’t matter (Callaghan thought of Swayle's 
cheque), 1 asked my secretary to form her own opinion of the 
lady. She seemed satisfied. She was quite satisfied that 
Mrs. Denys was a responsible person." 

She said : *' You’re talkiiig about Mrs. Paula Denys. This 
isn't supposed to be by any chance, is it ?’' 

' Calls^han* smiled. He said : " That's the whole point. 
It i$ supposed to be you." 

She said ; " Please go on, Mr. Callaghan.'” 

Callaghan continued : " This lady arrived at the inn where 
I was sta3ring in the country late last night. She told me a 
very interesting story. She said that she was Mrs Paula 
Den3rs and that she had been married to a gentleman whmn 
she mdn't like very much. She told me that some six months 
ago she'd decided to leave Denys ; that she had a show- 
down with him ; that ^e discove^ that he'd spent most of 
her money.” *- 

Callaghan stopped talking. " Do you mind if I smoke ?" 
he ask^. ^ j 

" Please do; Mr. Callaghan," she said. ^ Let me give you 
a cigarette." ' * 

She brought a silver box of cigarettes to' him. Callaghan 
took one ; lit it. He wais watching her. If she had been 
surprised ‘by tb® story ^e did not ^^w it. At the same 
tinie he senses a certain'watchtulness, an intaest that she was 
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•ndeavottiing to conceal nnder an obvious attitude .of uoi^ 
(ibalance. 

She said coolly : “ I'm begmning to be quite intngi:^/* 

" You’re going to be more intrigued before I'm through," 
said Callaghan. “ The lady went on," he continued, " to- 
inform me that her husband was the owner of a very valuable 
piece of antique jewellery called the Denys Coronet — ^a fuece- - 
that was worth something like seyfenty thousand pounds. 
This Coronet was kept in a safe at ttayheld Place where they 
lived, and was examined only once every six months for 
cleaning — sometimes not even then." 

" The lady, finding that her husband was not particularly 
S3mipathetic about her ‘leaving him, and also that she had 
very little mon^y, decided that when she went the Coronet 
should go witli her." He smiled at her. *' Are 3 rou still 
interested, Mrs. Denys ?" 

She smiled. Sh| said : " This is most extraordinary. I’nf 
most curious to hear the rest of it." 

He went on ; " Mrs. Den}^ then arranged with a gentleman 
by the name of De Sirac, whom she knew and who apparently 
was not very particular what he did, that he should remove 
the Coronet. She gave him the combination of the safe and 
a key to get into the house." 

" How enthralling,” she said. " And did this Mr. De Sirac 
remove the Coronet ?” ' 

Callaghan nodded. " He removed the Coronet all right," 

- he said. " Then apparently the trouble started.” 

She said : “ I see. And what was the trouble, Mr. 
Callaghan ?” 

. He said : " De Sirac, having got the Coronet, refused to 

hand it over to Mrs. Denys, or " .said Callaghan, " the lady 

who we thought was Mrs. Denys. Apparently she tried for 
some time to get hinvto see reason, but he wasn't playing.” 

She nodded. " So she came to you ?” ^he-said. 

" That%* right,” said*^6allaghan. She came to me, and 
she told me the story. She gave me a thoj^sand pounds as a 
retainer. I toW l^fer i wanted fo thin^ the matter’over ; that 
I'd let her know my decision next day. So sfie stayed the 
night at the inn.’’ * 

" I seS," she said. " And then what happened ?” 

Callaghan said : " I thought it might be rather musing to 
come up to town imipediately and see if I could* interview 
Mr. De Sirac.” . * 
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“ An4 iHd you ^ asked. 

Callaghan nodded. " I Went up soon after Mrs. I>e &]9 liad 
gone ^o 6ed/' said CaJk^^ian, ** and I was lucky. I found 
Mr. uls Sirac. We discussed the matter and he dedded to 
hand ovfer the Coronet.*' 

said : '* As easily as that ?" 

Callai^ian grinned. '' Well,*' he said, *' perhaps not quite 
as easily as that. An 3 ^^y, I got the Coronet." 

" And then 7" die quened. 

" 1 went back to the country/' said Callaghan, " and I 
handed over the Coronet to our Mrs. Denys. She left in her 
car early this morning." 

She said : " I see. And what was the next act in this 
rather amusing comedy — or drama, Mr. Cal^han ?" 

Callaghan said : " The next sequence was when my secre- 
tary rang me up with a piece of very int^esting information. 
It seems that when she saw Mrs. Denys s]^e noticed that this 
lady’s hair had been recently dyed. She didn't think any- 
thing of this at the time, but this morning she rem^bered 
having seen a notice in the papers some months ago of a 
petition for divorce issued by a Mrs. Den}rs who was supposed 
to be a very beautiful woman, and she looked up the cuttings. 
She found that Mrs. Denys was a real brunette ; that her hw 
was not dyed. So she rang me up on the telephone." 

He blew'h smoke ring, watched it sail across the room. 
" So I thought I’d better come and see you about it, Mrs. 
Denys,” he concluded. 

She got up. She went to the silver box on the table ; took 
a cigarette ; lit it with a lighter that stood beside the box. 

■She said : " Exactly what am I supposed to do or say, Mr. 
Callaghan ?" 

Callaghan smiled at her. He said : " Having regard to 
the fact that you are Mrs. Denys.; having reg^ to the fact 
,that this wOman-TTwhoever she may be — was impersonating 
you, I should have thcAight that ychi‘ might have managed to 
work up a little iqore interest." 

• ’ ^he sai5 : ^ " But wjjy sho^d I, Mr. Caj(laghan ?" 

Callaghan got up. He walked over to the fir^lace ; stood 
leaning against it, looking at her. The cigiuette was hanging 
out of the left-hand comer of his mouth. He said f 

" Mrs. JDenys, I want to know if the story this woman told 
me is true as k applied to you. D<Hi't,yoo realise " 

She said coolly : "'Mr. Callaghan, I don't realise anything 



41 taEY 'never sav when- 

St ^ CandkOy, I dm't see why I should emm he intoreited.** 
OtUaghan said : " Well, X'U be damned 1 X talm it that 
3ron’re the Mrs. FSnla Denys who lived at Ma 3 rfidd Place— 
who was married to Denys ; who left him some mcmilis afpi 
and who issued a divorce petition against him f*’ * 

She said : “ That is absolutely correct. And having 
established that fact, what ani' I supposed to say ot do ?*' 
Callaghan said : " Mrs. Denys, somewhere in England is a 
rather good-looking woman casually walking about with the 
Denys Coronet under her arm. Apparently that Coronet has 
been successfully stolen by herself and De Sirac. The fact 
that I have had something to do with it — except that I was 
quite innocent, of course— almost makes me an accessory to 
this business. But that isn't the interesting part. The in- 
teresting part i§ how did this lady know all this ? You see 
she was able to tell me this .story which seems to be entirely 
correct. How was ^ able to get the combination of the 
safe and give it to De Sirac ? How was she able to get the 
key with which he let himself into the house ?" 

She said airily : " Mr. Callaghan, it would be very interesting 
to answer all those questions, wouldn't it ? Do you think 
that I shall supply the answers ?" 

Callaghan said : " I think you might try." 

She said : "Do you really ? So you think I might tr}'. 
Po'haps you'll give me a reason for my even wattiing to t^, 
Mr. Callaghan." 

Callaghsm said : " I could think of half a dozen, but just 
at the mom^t I think this one is enough. This woman, who 
was pretending to be you, was in a position in whidr she coUld 
Imow things which would normally only be known to you. 
Through her and her knowledge, De Sirac was stabled to get 
that (^ronet. Don't you realise, Mrs. Denys, that even if 
we manage to ^tch up with, that woman, she is going to have 
a very good story ?" • 

" R^Uy^l" said Mrs. TTenys. " And what do you think 
her story is gmng to be, Mr. Ca^ghan ?" ,, 

Callaghan said .’ . " 1 think her story js going to coficem ydu. 

I think her story's going to be that when you found your 
husband had spei\t most of yoor moi^^. Mis.* Denys, when 
you left him, you arranged to steal that Coronet ; f/uzf you 
arranged it udtA her ; that in fact De Sirac stole it fm* yon ; 
that in point of fact the job was done for you. t^Tnfortnn- 
atdy," said Calla^ran, " De Sirac refi&ed to hand over that 
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Coroitet. He jQuK^t heM da better if he tried a litde ldeeie« 
mailing.' ProbaUy he was afraid of faying to sdl the Corooef^ 

on the open market, and he knew if he Inoke it down and com 
the stdhes singly the value would luve materially decreased." 

She said " I see." Her voice was like ke. " So I 
arranged this, Mr. Callaghan ! And I couldn't get the 
Coronet from De Sirac. So I aftunged this otho’ little plot?" 

Callaghan said : " Why not ? Anyway, I'm entitled to 
thmk that, aimi’t I — if l^want to think it ? Don't you see 
that if I’d been prepared simply to take the thousand pounds, 
get the Coronet back and hand it over ; if I'd been content 
to leave the job there, I should have thought it was yon, 
wouldn’t I ? I shouldn’t have known that the other lady 
wasn't you.” 

She said nothing. Callaghan went on : * 

" Ansnvay, you’re in quite a good position, Mrs. Denys, if 
you were behind this, because unless tiie other lady gives you 
away nobody's going to know that, are they ? That seems 
to be the only danger, doesn’t it ?’’ 

She got up. She said : " Really, Mr. Callaghan, you are 
a most extraordinary person. I don’t like you at all.’’ 

She rang the bell. The peat maid appeared. Mrs. Denys 
said : 

. " Lucille, will you show this gentleman out ?" 

‘ Callaghan? got up. He was smiling. He said : " Mrs. 
Den3?s, I’d like to say just one thing before I go.’’ 

She nodded to the girl, who left the room. 

She said : " Say on, Mr. Callaghan. You’ve said so much 
you couldn’t make matters any worse even if you tried." 

. Cdlaghan said : " Either you knew that scheme about the 
Coronet, and it was your idea, or you didn’t. If you knew it \ 
if yon were responsible for it, I can understand your attitude 
at the moment ; but, if you di^'t know anyti^g about 
it . . . ’’ He shi^gged his shoulders. 

She .said : ’’ Mr. Callaghan, will>-}ou tell me why I should 
be at all interested ?’’ 

• '"Callaghkn looked at her.' She was 'filing. She was 
entirely poised ; seemingly quite happy. Obvioudy, she did 
not give one damn for Mr. Callaghan. 

He thought : She’s stalling fqr time. ' ‘ For sonie reasmx 
she can’t ta^ about it. She’s much more interested than she 
cares to ^ow. 

.He said : " I can give you^ three or 'four reasons. But I’m 
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not ge^ to bother. Sooner or later I think fet ilt 
limdi wi& me.*' 

She laug^wd. She said : " Bat what makes you think I 
do that ?” *■ 

Callaghan said : " You'll have to." He walked to tiie 
door. 

She said : " So I shall have to come to you, Mr. Callaghan. 
I can omceive nothing more annoy^ than having to come 
to you about anything." 

Csdh^an ^ued at her almost nappily. He said : 

" Don’t worry, Mrs. Denys. You'll be quite safe with us 
when you do ccmte. With us the customer is alwajrs right 1” 

‘The Chinese Dragon was just another of those places. 
This carefree habitat of vice was a " club," situated in a base* 
ment not a hundred miles from Piccadilly Circus. The walls, 
the ceilings and the furniture were intended to be Chinese> 
but the proprietor, whose artistic sense was not adequately 
developed, had rather mixed his periods, and the red yellow 
and blue dragons which decorated the walls in profusion, 
resembled the sort of things that one expected to crawl out 
from under a stick on the lawn. 

Of the habituees of The Chinese Dragon, the less said the 
better. They were ladies and gentlemen who toiled not but 
spun plmty, and even if the webs they wove were sometimes 
inconvenient for the victims who found their way into them, 
still their argument would have been that people must live. 

To those bright citizens who wonder why such a place as 
The Chinese Dragon is allowed to exist by the extremely 
efficient Metropolitan police force, I can only say that thqse 
g^tlemen in blue are not half so stupid as some of our less 
informed fiction writers try to make out, and it is a habit of 
theirs on occasion Iq allow sprats to exist in order that 
mackerel may evedtually'be caught. Hence The Chinese 
Dragon, c, c .. 

This resort of peace and happiness was owned by an indi- 
vidual known to his more intimate companions as Konky The 
Red — a title acquired from a proclivity towardsaiose bleeding 
in moments of anger. He was>a fat, olive-skinned gentleman, 
with a nose of g^antic dimensions set in a face which was 
invariably smiling. Whatevw wars and alarms took place 
outside The Chmese Dragon little perturbed ^its proprietor 
who, when not engaged on serving bdiind the bar, occupied 
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iiMptfjtf u^aiis ^ fhe bathroom in the creatkm of ireib 
i^PfdieSmliqiKnr. ^ 

By thi» it must not be taken for granted that he mjq^ea 
only booch made on the {semises. There were two sorts of 
liquor smd two sorts of clients; proper branded ^nrits 
secured in that mysterious manner whiw leaves the Excise 
and Revmue offices dumbfounded in these days ; and the 
second sort — ^the result of an apprenticeship served in Chicago 
during the }reaTs of Prohibition — ^which was manufactured in 
the bath upstairs, and th^ flavour of which was undoubtedly 
enriched by slight touches of rust which emanated frcun the 
adjacent geyser. 

In another room were yotmg ladies.of much diann and nn> 
doubted ability, who also contributed in devious ways to the 
proprietor's income, and if the knowledge that such a place 
as The Chinese Dragon can exist in the heart of a great city like 
Z.ondon is inclined to perturb the more serious-rainded 
citizen, 1 can only point out that, as the %ailor said, " yforse 
things happen at sea." 

* Callaghan and Nikolls were seated at a small taUe in the 
corner of the bar. ‘They were drinking large whiskies. 

Nikolls said gloomily : " I wonder if I got a liver. Every 
time I look at that dragon on the wall opposite it looks as if 
it's got a squint. I'm worried. I don't know whether it’s 
the dragon <jr me that’s squintin'.” He sighed. " You know. 
Slim,” he said, ” I reckon we was wrong to come away from 
The Crescent & Star. We shoulda stayed there. That place 
has atmosphere.” 

CaUaghan asked : " Are you sure he comes here ?” 

NikoUs said : ” Yeah — ^as sure as I can be. Three or four 
of the people who live around that apartmoit block of his 
said he used to drop in here every evening. Hie hall-porter 
— ^where there was a hall-porter — useyf to 'phone him here 
with messages sometimes. But diaybe lie's nflt gonna come 
'•here any more.” • , .« 

'* Why not ?” asked Callaghan. 

-J^ikolistsighed.* ‘‘Maybe he reckons you’re gonna be on 
his tail,” he said. • , 

Callaghan said : ‘‘ Why ^«uld I be ? His attitude is going 
to be that once I have the Coronet I'm {hrough with him 
■He won't expect to see me again.”* 

Nikolls’ said : “I wonder who that dame was. Anyhow, 
whoever she ^as, she's got something.* I reckon that baby's 
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1^ a nerve boetin* ia on <»ir h^luJaVt pietoadte' to be Mn, 
ptxep, sdlin’ you that fake st<»y iSorat the Ctaohet, ml. 
gettin’ away -with it too.” " 

Callaghan said : ” Maybe she hasn’t got away witfapit.” 

Nikoite signed again. ” I don’t know why you’ce inter* 
estin' yourself in this thing. What have 3W)u got to worry 
. about ? You’ve got the thoiisand. haven't you ?” 

Callaghan said : " Yes.” He lit a cigarette. 

NikoUs said : " But you feel si^ita burned up. I know. 
You feel you’ve been taken for a nde — sorta j^ts you, don’t 
it ? I wonder who she was,” he continued. 

Callaghan said : ” She was somebody who was pretty dose 
to Mrs. Denys — scunebody who knew her very w^ — ^possibly 
a cousin or something like that.” 

NikoUs asked : ” How come ?” 

Callaghan said : ” When I went into her bedroom she was 
w'earing pyjamas with the initials P.D. on the pocket. Those 
are Mrs. Denys’ initials — ^Paula Denys." 

Nikolls said : ” You mean she didn’t have those pyjamas 
made especially for you to see those initials ? She was in a ' 
position where she could borrow some of Paula Denys’ 
pyjamas ?” 

" That’s right,” said Callaghan. " Obviously, she’s a 
woman who takes trouble. She knew she had her own 
initials on her own pyjamas and she wasn't taking a chance. ’’’ 

Nikolls said : "A wise dame, this imknown femme, thinkin’ 
of a thing like that. Anyway, how did she know you were 
goin’ into her bedroom ?” 

Callaghan said moodily : " She didn’t.” 

Nikolls said : “ No, may be not.” He grinned. " This 
baby’s one of them frails who get ready for anything — or 
maybe she's heard of Callaghan Investigations,” he said. 

Callaghan s^d : 'M di(^'t know that we usually did our 
business in bedrooms.” 

" No l”*{iaid Nikolls. He lit a cigarette. The expression 
on his face might have been described as whimsical. 

There was a, long silence. Nikolls took\he glatses to the 
bar ; ordered ^sn drinks ; bzoughf them back. He sat 
down. ^ ® 

He said : "So your ide% is that Mrs. Denys knew something 
about this ?” 

Callaghan said : "I haven't got any ideas.’,’, 

NikoUs said : " W^, if she hadn’t known something about 
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*' Nb,'**a«dd CaJlaghan, "not uidess diO thou|^t sbe loMti^ ' 
vdko iCy^t hnve dono so^ n thins." ' 

NikwMid: " I £[et it. You mean that die mi^t have 
an idea that this dame udio was close enough to her to have a 
pair of hear pyjamas might be'going to somethhig like 
that. I get it." • . - 

Canadian looked at his,watdi. It was nine o’clock. 

He : " When you’ve finished that diink, go back to 
the office. Get Haden and Gilmour working on the Denys 
ffimily background. 1 want to know aU about Mrs. Paula 
Den^ and aU about her husbandi • And 1 want to know 
particularly what relatives she's got — whether she’s got any 
cousins or sisters, or anybody who dieeks u5 with the des- 
cription of that woman who came down to ^e Crescent & 
Star." 

Nikoils finished his drink in one gulp. He said : “ When 
d’you want that by ?’’ 

Callaghan said : " By to-morrow midday. You’ll have to 
get busy,” 

NikojOk said : ” You’re t<^lin’ me.” He went out. 

When he arrived at the office in Berkeley ^uare, Effie 
Thompson was tid]dng her desk. She looked at Nikoils as 
he passed thsoui^ her office on his way to Callaghan’s room 

Nikoils planted himself in Callaghan's big leather armchair. 
He reached down, opened the bottom drawer, took out a half ' 
bottle of Canadian rye. He put the neck of the bottle in his 
mouth and took a long pull. 

He was replacing the bottle when the door opened. Effie 
Thompson stood in the doorway. She had put on her hat 
and was ready to leave. 

She said : ” What’s he going tQ do , 

Nikoils yawned.^ ” What do you think, Lusaous ?” he 
said. ” He’s steamed iq>, see ? Thsft dame you tent down 
‘to The Crescent & Star 1^ taken him for a ride an’ he don’t 
likwit. It% given nim a pain.* You knowwhat he’s like.” 

She said : So he’s going»to start something ?” 

Nikdls grinnbd at her. " There’re all tlm symptenns he’s 
going to start plenty. He's hangia’ around waitin’ \o pick 
up that De Sirac guy.” 

She asked : •” What then ?” , 

’ Nikdls said : ” Search me.. If I know anything about it, 
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E ffiewaiid; "SitP:^ didn't tidtobimiin tin loin 
SmevWA lawyer bas'been tbrotifb to say that tbey're tabtog 
i)i|>tnedialu)ipu]ad cheque to-npirow. They're paying cash." 

Nikolb said: "That won't make any difNaeace. You 
know him whm he gets started. He’s sort of toterested in 
this set-up, see ?" 

Effie said slowly : "Isee." 

NikoHs ask^ : " Meanin’ what ? " 

She said : "He didn't feel so badly about it until he’d been 
to see the real Mrs. Denys. Perhaps sks started something. 
Is she very beautiful ? ’’ 

" 1 woiddn’t know,” said NikoUs. " But I’ve got an idea 
that she gave him the air. He didn't like that." 

She said : " So he’s going to make trouble ? One of these 
days he’ll make a great deal of trouble for himself." 

NikoUs said : " I think you're right, Gorgeous.” 

He looked at her happUy. 

He said : " Gee, Effie, you’re lookin’ sweU to-night. That’s 
a very nice line in coat and skirts you’re wearin'-^^-sorta makes 
your figi^ look very good.” 

She sidd : " Mr. Nikolls, I’m going home now. I shall be 
here at nine-thirty in the morning. I've told you before that 
my figure’s my own business." 

NilnUls said : “ I know, that’s the trouble." He sighed. 

" I wish it was mine," he said. 

She turned away. As she went into the outer office she 
sakl over her shooMer : •" Don’t yoU ever think about any- 
thing ejp^ept women’s fiigures ? *' 

Hikolto coosideted deeply for a inomeut ; then he said : 

“ I tedton 1 don’t— mu(h. Bnt then I’m sorta artistic, 
see ? Sorta poetic. It’s the artist in me. Yeah . . . that’s 
It." 

She said : " If you’re artistic, why don’t you go to some 
«f the art galtories ? " > 

Kikoils looked at bn: in astonidiineut. " Fmr what ? ’’ he 
aaid : " Be your ags, Effie . . , whoever beard of tryin’ to . 
Bede a fneture I ’’ 
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De $iiac caaie in. He pushed aside die enrtain that 
guarded the doorway ; stood m the entrance locddog into thp 
bar. Be saw Callaghan. He snoi^ i thwi he went to me 
bar, 

Callaghan watdhed him out of the comer o| his eye. After 
a moment he said : *'DeSttacl” 

I>e Skac lodked over his drottlder. Be picked up his g^ass. 
He walked oves to where Callaghan was«sitting. He a^nd 
m the other side of the taMe looking down at Callag^um. 
, De Sirac was beautifnlfy dressed. Even if the shonldeis of 
his cleverly cut coat were a little too padded, the waist a littie 
too slim, still the effect was qipte good if you like that sort of 
thing* 

He said: “WeU, Mr. Callaghan?" 

Calla^un said : “ ^t down, De Sirac." 

De Sirac sat down. He put his glass on the table and 
looked at it. He said : 

" You’re not trying to tell me you’ve got some iMors bnaiaess 
you want to disoiss with me ? " 

Callahan said : " I don't know very much about you and 
what 1 do know isn't good. All right. Wdl, from your p aint 
of view somebody’s takm you for a nde ov»’ thk Comnet 
business. Right 1 " , 

De Sirac picked up his glass. He regarded the amhnr fluid 
.jnit. Hesffld: "•Vmoareyouwoik^fornow,Cajl8Chan?" 

" I’m not working for anybo^’'^said C^UegiMui. I’m 
just beina curkus*" 

^ Sirac seid : " 13iat being so, what*yod said about me 
was nune or l$m right* u mug." 

Caliaghau said : " You m^ you wane* maig tot,go to all 
that trouble of getting the Coronet and Mwn have it taken off 
you by me. V^t did you get out (fl that job? " 

. De Sirac said : " ];^'tmm know*? I got two hoa^lied 

aad'flfty before I did it. That’s all. And it doem't lo^ as 
✓ / • 
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TiS going to get very much more, does it ? " Hib attiiie 
tsidened. " I wonder vdiat you're niihappy about/,’ be said. 

CaUagbaa’s eyes wandered over the grotesque figaie fif the 
dragon. He was wmdering what line would be best «iiied 
for the purpose he had in mind ; what stwy De Sirac would 
. swallow most easily. , 

He said : ” 1 d^'t like women to make a fool of me. l*m 
not used to it.” 

De Sirac said : ” So she took you too ? ” 

Callaghan nodded. ” That's right. She took me too. A 
clever woman. I suppose you wouldn't know that ^ wasn’t 
even Mrs. Denys. She was somebody else.” 

De Sirac raised his eyebrows. Imagine that I he said. 
He smiled at (^llaghan sideways. ” It just ^ws you how 
careful you’ve got to be with women, doesn’t it ? ” 

Callaghan said nothing. 

De Sirac asked ” And you’re going to do something about 
it ? You could make things pretty warm for her, couldn’t 
you ? ” 

Callaghan said : “ I’m going to.” 

De Sirac grinned. " So you’re coming round to my way 
of thinking ? ” 

” Maybe,” said Callaghan. 

The other considered for a moment. He said : ” What 
exactly do you propose to do ? ” “ 

Callaghan said : ” I don’t know. Maybe you can get an 
idea.” 

De Sirac said : " Why not ? ” He got up. " Look, give 
me till to-mcHTow. Perhaps you could drop in at my flat 
'and see me. That’d be better than me coming to your 
of&ce.” 

Callaghan said : ” ^ right. I’ll be there at ei£^t o’clock.” 

” Right,” saM De Sirac. He smiled pleasantly at Callaghan. 
“Till then . . . «« reyotr." He wandered aMthy. 

Callaghim drank another whisky'’ and soda. He lit a 
cigarette, smoked it, nodded to the girl behind the bar, left ' 
The Qhinese Ctegpn. He walked slowly in t^c (firection' of 
Haymarket, his hands in his piJckets. 

He waa thinking about Paulk Denys. There was something 
unique about her, something remote, that you couldn’t quite 
pat your &iger on, but that was definitely 'very attracBve. 

He switched his mind over to the woman who had come, 
down to The Crescent & Star; had^pretended to be'lhs. 
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Jkays. He began to amile to hims^. She lia4 9(HB0tiiiag. 
JVery i^bfiiutej^ die bad something. ^ kaeir. «fa«t- dift 
wanted and having made np her mind die went out to get it. 

Caliaghan stowed suddemy in the darkness. Be fambie d 
in his pocket for bis cigarette case^ An idea had ooourred to 
him — a very odd idea— a hell <rf an idea. 

He lit the c^^arette. He was grinning. Life ooold be. 
funny ; or could it ? 

He was almost happy t 


CHAPTER FOUR 

SOME MOBE BELLE DAME • 

Callaghan lay back in his office chair. His feet vrett on the 
desk. He blew smoke rings ; watched thbm sail across Hie 
office. 

There was a knock on the door. Callaghan said : *' Come 
in ! ” without moving. Effie Thompson came into the office. 
She looked faintly amused. 

She said : ” Mr. Callaghad, the lady with the dyed hair 
whom I sent down to see you at The Crescent & Star is here 
again, only this time she doesn't say she is Mrs. Denys. Now 
she says dbe is Miss liana Faveley." 

Callaghan said ; *' Just fancy that." He inhaled cigarette 
smoke. " How does she look, Effie ?" he asked. " Does 
she look pleased with herself ? ” 

. Effie Thompson shrugged her shoulders delicately. She 
said : " I’m afraid that I don't make a point of noticing 
everything about our lady clients, Mr. Callaghan. She seems 
to look quite normal to me. She's very well-dressed. Her 
coat and s]|xrt came from a first-class* tailor.* I should say 
■that her hat cosf not^ penny le^ than five or SK guineas ; 
her shoes are by Raoul, and the perfume she is wearing — Vie 
£i>’Amouijt-costa bomething Jike ten gu^eas for the tiniest 
flask. She doesn’t sspem ^rribly ashamed *or miseraUe or 
anything like that. Should ^e ? ” 

Callaghan said : " How should I know^ And 4 s for your 
not noticing everj^hing—yreU, yotf don’t seem to have done so 
badly. The only thing you missed is the shade of the lady's 
lingerie . . .*" . • 





Sl|«^ Midi "I 4h«*t owtirider iMmt m Ifb. 

cSw^^ gikaed. Ho Mid: Xllo.'’ 

dA tier to o«n» io.'^ .* 

Fsooito ^fn * tfao CaUodbut 1 <mImmI 4t 
liol^opweciaiidvcdsr. 9wwMoatiMly8elf<«ewe8Md<Mi&ii^ 

. He got: He Mid: " Geod-nimrBingk MIm IP^ve)^ 1 

tldolt yim look very ake." 

She nid : ** That's kind of jmi, Mt*. CsMeghen. 1 
tUiik one eni^t to look nice, don’t ;^tt i " 

Hesahl: "Why not? Brides, it most he iisefiil tor tm/’ 

9ienkiBedh«r eyctorows. " Really ! " Sbe said. " miat 
enaotly do you mean ? ", , 

Callaghan said : " If you’re going about the eountry, saying 
you’oB somebody you^xe ma, it's much In^ter to ke thoroughly 
attractive, don't you think ? ’’ 

She made a little moue. Callaghan pushed fonwurd a dmir 
for her ; meni bactoto his seat badnd the desk. 

She said : ’’ Hr. Callaghan, I wonder what yon think of 
me.” 

Callaghan grinned at her. He said : '* You didn’t come 
here to aric me that, did you ? " 

She said : " Mo, I came here to.apologise— I hope prettily 
— and to say I'm sorry." She smiled at him. ' 

, Callaghan said t " That’s very nice of you. Your apology 
is accepted. But I want to know why you’re sony." 

She made a little gesture with her hands, we said : 

" Don’t be unkind to me, Hr. Callaghan. I'm not half as 
bad as I seem. I've come here to tell you the truth." 

Callahan said : ’’ That would be a nice change. I'd be 
interested to hear it." 

Sbe said : " I had a good motive for what I did." 

Callaghan said: "The road to hell is paved wkh good 
intentions. Tfll me about the motive.” . 

Sbe said:. " Well, the^tpry I told ywdnwn ip we country 
>->«nne of it at least.-was true. But I'd bidtoc explain why 
I pretended to be my sister Baula. YoustoilM^diidiConoehte 
ti^ idea of takihg ^ Coronet wito her when left Arthur 
IlMys. WeU, she didn’t do it, and I didn’t knew i»ky she 
dWb't do jt. 1 thsuj^t idhe stowU have doae it, so I made 
up my mind I’d do it bat. When I make my mind to 
do soeaeihing,” she went on demureto, ** 1 do it." 

"So it seems," said Canadian. "Soyouwenf toDaSk:^, 


'mm bite tib* lM9» «l ^ h0iMe<«idl tlifeMil* te 

she said, ' 

CaWan^sn said : " After iteidb Ds SteM^ lMftv|a|C |te ^ 
Cswsip tesrf iisB d i» givs if to you, siad yoei luMi to tM imM 
way w gstitiog poaseaaion ol it." ^ 

"Ywvti pcfffecUy rigjtt, Ifr. CaUaghtti," teo eadl. ”Z 
was in a jjam and had to get out of it. I luasoned that if t 
came to you and told you the truth, you'd ptobably tOfuae to 
have aa^hing to do with me. So I eeneeiTed the idea of 
coaoiagto you ihd telling you that / was Patda Oenya/' She 
smiled at him suddenly. " I thought you oouldu « refuse 
ur help to a wife who was being givmi a vmy had deal by 


Calh^han tetugged hk shoulders. He said : " You know 
I've be« to see your meter ? '* 

■ 9ie nodded. " Penla's furious with me. At leeet die's 
pretending to be bnions." * 

Callat^iansaid: "Wdl, die seemed to take the news odOUy 
enou^— almost as if she expected it." He smiled at her. 
" I don't think she likes noe an awful lot," he said. 

She said : Well, perhaps she doesn't like private do> 
tectives. But then she only knows one side of you, Hr. 
Callaghan, doesn't die ? She doesn't knew you as wdl aS I 
do." 


Callaghan said : " No, maybe she doesn't. PediaiM that's 
a pleasare she's got to come." 

%e looked seriously ad him. She asked : " Are yon going 
to see her agam ? " 

Callaghsp said : " That depends on the next move in the 
game." 

settled herself back in her chair. She said : " That's 


really what t've come to see you about. I'm toing tb do the 
right tlung,and 1 want you to hdlp me.*" * 

He grhined ajfhabl}!. He said i • ‘ I thought ^ers'd be a 
catcb in it somewhere. And what aun I to do this time ? " 

• Shesa^: " lb. Cadlaghan, please brieve me wheat say 
that I don'twaant you to 4p anjrthlng. It's what ynu're net 
to do that mstters to me.” • 

Calhgfaan said : " That would ba a (Hoe chamge. Wsfi, 
vdmt am I not to do, Mks Favelly ? " 

9bte said : . “ 1 wim you wouldn't eaU me that. It sounds 
so^mml. My name's Irana.” . * 
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CaUtijg^iaa said : " A deiightfiil oasne too. It's iik^«f you 
to let me call you by your first name« but I’m rnttm mom. 
intrigued to know what I’m not to do. * ^ 

* She said : " I'm going to ask you not to say smythi^ to 
anybody about this, Mr. Callaghan. Just to forgsit it, I 
think you’ll do that for me.” 

. Callaghan said : "Why?'* 

She said; " I’ll tell you. I’m goiiig to retumthe Coronet. 
Quite obviously, no one’s discovered that it's |^ne. Well, I 
have a key to the house. I know the combmation of the 
safe. I’m going down there to-ni^t and I’m going to put it 
back.” 

Callahan said : " You’ve got a good nerve, haven’t you ? 
So you’re not going to ask Mr. De Sirac to do it for you 
this time ? ” <• 

She looked at him demurely. She said : " No, I'm not. 
Once bitten twice shy I All that remains for me to do is to 
go and put the Cornet back, after which I can sleep easily— 
at least I can if you promise that you’re going to forget about 
this. Please say you will.” 

Callaghan said : " Why not ? If you intend to put the 
Conmet back, I don't see why I riiould say anything 
about it. Besides, who should I talk to about it ? So far 
as I’m concerned the business is finished. There’s only one 
thing ...” 

" And what is that ? ” she asked. 

Callaghan said : " That thousand pounds. I think I 
earned that a little too easily. I think I’m going to give it 
back to you.” 

.He (^pened a drawer, took out the packet of banknotes. 
He walked over to her ; threw them into h^ lap. He said : 

" For once Callaghan Investigations has really done some- 
thing for noth^.” " 

Ste said ; * Really, you’re the most deli|;htful man, Mr. 
Callagfaan. f I don’t know how to thank you.” 

Callaghan said : " You don’t have to. There’s just one 
other point interests me rmd that is this : .Aren’t 3nsa scared 
of De Sirac ? ” " ' 

She heritated for a moment ; then she said : ” That's 
something.! hadn’t thought of.” 

Callaghan said : " I should think it would be worth while 
thinking about. He’s not going to be very pleasgd with yon, 
is he ? And you've got to- realise that at the moment 
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HiialB jpo liave the Cofooet. He doesn't kaow that yoR'ic 

* eoing to letom it to its rightful owner." 

She said : “ No. I think he oujght to know about that. 

I wooder . . ." 

Cdlai^utn looked at her sideways. He said : " And what 
do you wcHider ? ” 

“ I wonder if you’d do one dune little thing for me/' she . 
said, " and tell him. Naturally, I don’t want to have any- 
thing nK»« to do with him. How could I ? I never want to 
see him again. But if you were to tell himi Mr. Ca l laghan — 
if you were to te& him that the Coronet had been returned— 
it would sort of tie the ends up, wouldn't it ? It would dose 
the De Sirac ei>isode." 

CallaehaR said : “ Yes, 1 suppose it would. All right. I’ll 
teUhim." 

She said : “ And 1 shall be able to sleep in peace. Mr. 
Callaghan, do you know what I think you are ? ” 

He smiled at her. He said : *' No, I don’t. Lots of pepple 
have thought I was all sorts of things.” 

She said; ” I think you’re a darling. You’ve been awfully 
good to me. I’m going to take this money back again 
because, candidly, 1 need it. • 1 think you’ve bMn very, very 
generous.” 

She got up ; came towards Callaghan, who was standing in 
front of the fireplace. She stood quite close to him. He 
caught a suggestion of her perfume. Then, quite suddenly, 
she put her arms round his neck,* kissed him full on the 
mouth ; turned and walked out of the office. Callaghan 
heard the outside office door shut behind her. 

After a minute he called to Effie Thompson. When she, 
came in, he said : " Aren’t there some letters to be dictated ?” 

She looked at him. Then she said : ” Yes, Mr. Calla^ian, 
there are. And would you like to wipe your mouth ? I don’t 
think the riiade of lipstick that Miss Fateley wlars suits you 
'kn awful lot.” * *, , « ■> 

Callaghm was drinking tea when Nikplls ^came in. He 
lodmd upenqbiiingly.* . » 

NikoUs said : " Well, it’s pmtty easy. Hiat dame was the 
sistw.” ^ • 

r ' Callaghan said : ” Yes, go on.” * 

• " Hiere is a pair of 'em," said Nikdls. " They usta be 
'caUed the lovely Miss Faveleys. One or ’em — Paula — married 
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4li|kHiyBg^jr. Xtibiiikilwiiw»«oita{MsA^ 

TtMoOter omi^lMiiu' iC9(i^ 
<ot ihmy bames by «tlpt X e«o fwar of IbearHHQMnsive 
«4ue«tioii8 aa’ ev«(y13)iB|r thivt opms an’ shots, ynh 
all tha aodal sona bwdumMitids. Asodl»|m of 
battatifolbniifittes.’' 

Caila^^iaa asked : " Why didn't Xraaa get minied ? " 

" I arboldn't kaow," said Nikollft. /' 9ie jtut didn’t, that's 
dll. But she gets anHud {denty. She's travailed a lot. I 
leekon she's a bit mom fridr/ maa her sister." 

CaaaAan said : " So it seems. Anything dee ? " 

" Kothin' mnch," said NikoUs. " Paula was fairly vrall oft 
idien she BMiried Denya end he had some money too. Bat 
Denys Is a aorta {dayboy. He spends a lot an' drinks a lot. 
Beymrd that bf seems a mpnlar sorta gay." 

Callaghan asked : " V^at about Irw's finances ? " 

" ^ onghta be fairly well off. ^e was left some dough 
by her folks," said*Niko&s, " but I’d say she was a pretty goM 
qyendor. She likes clotbes.’’ 

Ife lit a cigarette. " 1 wmder what she did this for. I * 
wmtder what the big idea was.” 

Callaghan said : ’’ I know. She’s been in to-day." 

NikoOs said : " For ctyin’ out loud I She’s got her nerve 
all right, that one." 

Canaghan said : “ 9ie did it for her sister." , 

NikoOs said : *' Ain’t die a pip ? ’’ 

CaUagban went on : “ The id^ vm that it was Paula’s 
sdieme originally to take the Coronet when she left Denys, 
but she got scared (d it so she didn’t do it. Irana thought ^e 
ooghf fo fhke the law into her own hands and do it herself. 
She got De Sirac to do the j<d> and be turned sour on her." 

Nuudls said : " Well, that’s logical. He had her where be 
vtwated her. ^ didn’t leave the Cormet with you by any 
chance?" He flopped into a leather armchair. , 

Callaghan said : " Ko.jShr’s going.to retum it." 

Mikolls ‘grinned. "You don’t say r he said. "Well, 
maybe die’s ri^.’’, . * % • 

CaUathan antd :• *' Haybe she is. •Anywayt that's what 
dhe is going to do.” • * • 

Hikolls.said : ^ She eertaimy is a pfp— 4hat one. What 
abottt that Ing De Sto ? 

dMBaghan " Fm going to tell him all about it. I’m 
seeing him to-night." • < * ^ ’ 
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HSMB$9^i ** y** ' *m *t ^ r»»**»f4 * -If ^ 

IttKt nif . f Myi0w<i yw §rt » ^to«M 

C«]ta«jl^tt2dt "No, I didn't. X'v» «i«M ||* tiM 

NikoUi' «m> ividCiatd. X& said: " Vac ij^* oat toodi 

Wind’s ttw im ? '* 

CalismilMm said : " Well, tbe Son^ aon^ is faid. and 1 
didn’t tliiiik we'd done eoMi^ isodc lor a tTwwisi^i on 
this j<d>.‘' He snikd. "6eA.” he said. " 1 ntdiMr hke 
bona." 

Milodls said : " I see. That’s ai} aj^ceislae eort of Ute. 
bey ? 1 oDoeder if ae'U ever see that bontfraot again.” 

Callaghan said ; "I wonder.” , 

At e^t o'clodc predsely Callatftan stood in the passage 
at the doorway of l>e tree’s flat and loeasedthe bdl. Ahaost 
immediate^ ue do<w opened. De »rao stood smiling in &e 
•hallway. He said : 

” I think I like this visit rather more tiian I did your last 
one.” 

Caliban followed De Sirac into the sitting>ioogttt. He 
pat his hat on a chair. He said : 

- " Mrs. Depys’ sister — ^Irana Favehy— came to see me this 
afternoon. Apparently it was her sister Paula Denys' idea 
m the first phi^ to take the Coronet, and then bana tfaernght 
die oneh^t to go on with the scheme. She realises now she’s 
made a mistake. She's going to do her best to pat it r^t." 

De Sirac went to the sideboard ; mixed himadf a whidry 
and soda. He said ; 

” How’s she going to do that ? ” 

Callaghan said: "That's rdatively sinmle. ^'agoing 
to put the Qoronet back in the safe at Mayfield Plaoe." 

Sirac langhsd. , , 

Callaghan mi : " VlAiat have yali got to lan^ about ? " 

Pe Sir%c said:* "Nothing. I’m thMall gito, Hasn't X. 
Callaghan~the sucker.? That bana haMjactomfy got some* 
thing, hasn't she ? She pdls me in to do ti|is fbbig. and 
heavmis knows it’s not in my Ime. Any ride and troidde I've 
taken have been for nothing.” He shrugged his sheolden. 
" X wonder she didn't ask me to put H hade for her.” 
•bespid. ' 4 . • 
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CsUagltaa said : “ Well. Z ^oold think she'd hardly do 
that.” 

De Sirac grinned. ” She'd be right there,” he«said. " I 
wonder if riie {o'oposes to pay me the other two hundrid and 
fifty pounds.” « 

Callaghan said : ” No, she won’t do that. Why riiould 
she ? Yon’ve got two hundred and fifty out of this and the 
thing’s finished. I think everybody ought to be very 

^^irac said : " Including me.’’ He finished his whisky 
and soda. " I suppose this story of Irana’s^ true ? ” 
Callaghan said : ” Meaning what ? ” 

De Sirac said : ” When I saw you yesterday you rather 
suggested that Mrs. Denys might have been behind this. 
That might sti*! be true, mightn’t it ? ” 

Callaghan said : ” How should I know ? And what do I 
care ? ” 

De Sirac said ” Your attitude seems to have changed 
since yesterday. I had an idea that you had something in 
your mind — something in which we might co-operate.” 

Callaghan said : ” I had a lot of things in my mind yester- 
day, but yesterday isn’t to-day. Besides, Miss Faveley’s 
attitude aTOut returning the Coronet rather puts an end to 
things, doesn’t it ? ” 

De Sirac said : " I suppose it does.” He shrugged his 
shoulders. ” Well, that’s that ! ” 

Callaghan picked up his hat. " You’re perfectly right,” 
he said. ” Inat’s that ! It looks as if there aren’t going to 
be any more pickmgs in this for you or anybody else.” 

He stopped at the door ; looked over his shoulder and 
smiled. He said : ” It looks as if you haven’t even got any- 
thing to blackmail Miss Faveley about now, have you ? ” 

De Sirac was at the sideboard pouring another drink. He 
returned CallljE'han’s *801110 bver his shoulder. He said : 
"No, I^ven’t. That’s a pity, isn’t if? ” 

Callaghan said : " I don’t suppose it’ll worry you a lot.” 
De Sirac said : Why should it ? Hjrood-night, Mr. 
Callaghan.” * t < < 

CaUaghan said good-night. , • 

ti 

< 

It was half-past ten. Callaghan and Nikolls sat on high 
stools against &e bar at The Triton Club in Albemarle Street. 
They were drinking double Bacardis. .Nikolls ‘'put his g]|^ 



dloi^ <» tiie bar. He signaled tbe 
'woman bebind it to refill the glassy . 

He {|ud^ I fed sorta d^ffessed abbiit Denya imsiness^ 
It (fidn't do us any good. It didn't do this Be Siiic a^^y 

good— 

Callaghan said : “ De Sirac got two hundred and fifty 
pounds." • 

Nikolls shrugged his shoulders. " What's that ? he said. 
" Just chicken feed to a. guy 1^ that. Funny that boyo 
sorta bein’ contented with the dtuatioh, hey ? " 

Callaghan said*: " What dse can he do ? " 

Nikolls said: " That's true enough. I suppose he thbnks 
if he tried to make any trouble he'dlhave you on his tail.” 
A thought struck him. “ But why shouM you be worryin'?" 
he said. " You’re not workin' for anybody in this case now. 
It's finished.” 

• Callaghan said : " Yes, that's right. It’s all over.” He 
went on : “ What do you propose to do flow ? ” 

. Nikolls said : ” 1 don’t propose to do an 3 thing. I thought 
I’d have two or three more Bacardis an' go home. 1 need 
sleep.” 

Callaghan said : ” That’s an idea. I think you needsle^ 
too. m see you in the office to-morrow morning at tea- 
thirty. Good-night, Windy.” 

He got off the high stool ; went out of the bar. 

He began to walk down Albemarle Street. He turned 
down Hay Hill. Half-way down he stopped ; lit a cigarette. 
A taxi crawled along the kerb. Calh^han stopped it. 

He told the driver to go to Palmeira Court. 

Callaghan arrived at Palmeira Court at half-past eleven'. 
The neat maid who opened the door looked a trifle surprised. 

Callaghan said : ” It’s very late, but it’s necessary that I 
see Mrs. Denys. Will you tdl hter ? ” * ^ 

^ The maid ask^ him to come igtg the hallwaj^ and wait. 
She returned in a few minutes. She said : 

*“ Williyou conSe this wayj sir ? ” 

Callaghan followed her apross the hallwa/; went into the 
drawing-room. Mrs. Denys, »in a black vdvet house-coat, 
was writing letters at her desk. o , 

' She got up, came towards him. "She was sniiling. Callaghan 
• thought : Sh^’s come to the conclusion that it would be better 
fQrns to be friends, a . • 
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IBfasttid: “ l^m sons^ to dlMw!> yo« «4i tmih ft 
tin, Denys. I fcavm't very madx of on excuse, execM tint 
I lygk you oeg^ to InwHir ttsat the lady who osfied Aenelf 
Hrs. Paiila Denys, afid who is appaientiy ypm sisto^Iraas, 
Favdey'-'-canM to see me this afternoon. She deafed up the 
situation. She told me She proposes to return the Coronet to 
Haydeld Flaoe.*’ ^ 

'* In that ease/’ said Mrs. Denys, " the matter can be con* 
sidered at an end, don't you think ? " 

" It might be," said Callaghan. '* But }'m curious, Mrs. 
3^6nys«** 

‘She asked : " About what, Mr. Callaghan ? " 

Callaghan said : " I would like to know a little more about 
the stoiy your sister Irana told me when she came down to 
see me in the country, when she was pretending to be you." 

She said : " Exactly what did she teU you, Mr. Callaghan ?" 

Callahan said ; " It was something like this : She said 
that yon and your husband had never lived together as 
husband and wife ; that you weren't at all keen on him. She 
said that six months ago you decided to leave him ; that you 
had a talk to him about his allowing you to divorce him, but 
he didn’t like the idea. Is that right ? " 

She said : " Yes, that is correct. But I don’t see what 
this has to do with you, especially now." 

Callaghan said: "Vi^at do yon mean by especiedly 
now ? ” 

She said : ' ' Mr. Callaghan, my sister, pretending — for what 
she thought was a good motive — ^to be me, came to you and 
asked you to get the Coronet returned to her. You did it and 
I’m very grateful that you did. And you were paid a thousand 
pounds for doing it. Don't you think that that rather settles 
the matter ? Do we have to go into an 3 rthing else ? Do we 
have to go into my private affairs ? ” 

ralla ghan said : ^ Why 'not ? First of all I’d like to tell 
yon that F haven't bees paid a thousand pounds for getting 
that Coronet back. I returned the money ,to your sister this 
afternoon." , . , ** * 

She looked at him in amazemrat. 

Callaghan said amiably: ^That sutiaises you, doesn’t 
it? The idea of' a prive.te detective returning a client’s 
mojwy ? ” 

She said : " I must say 1 never conceived the idea of your 
doing something for dotning." 
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griiiiMd. He said: **Yett'te perfetiHy 
'llc9.il>mm leridomdo." . Jj 

She^idod: Then Ed^iydi^ yon give tbemusandportt^ 

back to my cbEer?’* 

Callagltan aaid': *'Tbat ought to W obvious I’m a 
private detective, and I don't liw to iall fool of the police." 

She said : " Bat, Mr. Callagnan, I see no reason ithy yon 
should." 

Callaghan said : " Yon never know. After all your sister 
planned to steal the Coronet—that's an ofience, you knOw—« 
criminal offence. And the fact that I got it away fton^ |)|e 
Sirac and handed it back to her, might* eoihe drcumstances 
make me an accessory. You see, Lhaven't any guarantee 
that the police would believe me if 1 told them that 1 titougH 
that Irana was the real Mrs. Denys. They Inight possibly 
think I ought to have taken a little more trouble in the first 
place to find out." 

She said : " I wonder why you didn\ do that, Mr. 

. CaUaghan. It might have saved a lot of trouble." 

He said : " Do you think so ? The position would be 
rather worse, wouldn’t it ? If I’d found out that she wasn't 
Mrs. Denys, I mWtt have gone^to the police." 

She said : " You might have done that." 

.^CaUaghan thought he detected alittle insolencein her voice. 

"You might have done that," she repeated. "Or you 
might have done something else.” 

" Such as what ? ’’ Callaghan asked. 

She said : " You might have kept quiet about it—for a 
consideration." 

•He smiled at her. He said : " That puts me in rather the 
same class as Mr. De Sirac, doesn’t it ? Well, I don’t mind 
that, Mrs. Denys, but in point of fact I’ve been rather the 
guardian angel in this job, haven’^ I ? ' That’s vdiy I think 
.you ought to satisfy my curiosity." 

She said : " Exactly what is it you wrnit to know, Mr. 
Callaghan ? ” 

CaUaghtn said : " I want to know this : Quite obviously, { 
when you aaked your husband if he’d allow you to divorce 
him, you hadh’t any evidence against him. You couldn't 
have had, otherwise you wouldn’t have had to ask him if he 
would agree to the divorce. Well, shortly after that you 
began divorce proceedings against him. So you had got some 
evidence ? ’’ ‘ 
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^ Jsaid :: ” If fm xaw^ know, I recdvod aa aiu^yipaoas 
kitter.' s^idthaet nay husband had bem atayinjg at 

an hobl'in the country with a woman." 

CaUi^ghan said : " AnonyiftQus letters are anno 3 dng . 
arbt*t they ? 1 sotuMse yom* lawyer has that letter, Im. ’ 
Denys ?” 

She said: "As a matter of fact, he hasn’t. It's been, 
retaraed to me. I have it ha’s with sense j>ap^." 

' Callaghan said : “ Mrs. Denjra, should I be asking too much " 
if I. a^ed to see that letter ? " 

Siie said coldly : " I really don’t see why you should. I 
see no reason why I should continue to satisfy 3 n>or curio»ty.’* 

Callaghan said ; " I’m going to give you one. Mrs. Denys, 
if you don’t produce that letter, to-morrow morning I shall . 
take a trip to M^field Place. 1 shall tell your husband 
the whole story, that’s not going to be very convenient, is 
it ? ’’ 

She said : " Do you think he’ll believe it ? Irana has 
returned the Coronet by now. He’D never even know it’s 
gone." 

Callaghan grinned again. He said : " No ? What about 
De Sirac ? ’’ . ■ 

She said : " What do you mean ? ’’ 

CaUaghan said : " I'm not the only person who’s annoyed, 
you know, Mrs. Denys. De Sirac’s not very happy either. 
He feels he’s been done down. He describes himself as the 
.sucker in this busipess. Well, he could corroborate my story, 
couldn’t he ? ’’ 

She said : " That wouldn’t be very easy for him, would it, 
Mr. CaUaghan ? He^d be confessing to a crime." 

Callaghan Shrugged his bhouldcrs. *' If you like to put it 
that way;’’ he said, " But notosuch' a terrible crime if 
thought he was doing it for you. Do you see what I- 

m«in ? ‘ * o <' 

She said : " Yes, I see what., you mean." She considered . 
for a moment. " Do 1 understand that if I show you this 
letter yon wiU ndt go to my husband." 

Callaghan nodded. 

She asked : " How do I know that I can beUeve you, Me. 
Callahan ? " ' • c .. . • 


m. 
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Callaghan said : " Yon don't. That's one of the chances 
.you have to take." 

She lookdi at him for a moment ; then die tamed ; went 
to the*" writing desk. She unlocked a drawer, took out a 
folder, looked through it. She came back to him. She 
handed him the letter. 

He took it. It was written on a half sheet of good note* 
paper. There was no address — ^merely the word * London * 
at the top. It said : 

" Dear Mrs. Denys*, 

For the last five or six days your husband Arthur 
Denys has been having a very good time at the Waterfall 
Hotel near LaUham. He's been stayir^ there teith a most 
\ delightful blonde. Personally I think she's »ugly and I 
don't like his taste a bit. But I think you ought to know 
about it. 

A Friend in Need." 

* 

Callaghan read the letter through twice. He handed it 
back to her. He said : 

"Thank you very much, Mrs. Denys. It only remains 
now for me to say good-night. I expect you'll be glad to be 
rid of me." 

She said : "»I agree with you, Mr. Callaghan. Unfortun- 
ately, I'm not quite certain that I shall be rid of you." 

Callaghan said : " Meaning what ? " He was smiling. 

She said bitterly: "You might want something else; 
mightn’t you, Mr. Callaghan ? " 

Callaghan said : " You never know. Ljfe is full of sur- . 
prises. Good-night, Mrs. Denys.” 

He went out. ^ 

Callaghan got out of the cab in Piccadilly. He b^an to 
walk down Piccadilly V>wards Beijceley SquS'e. JEfe was 
• thinking. He was thinking that women were strange things. 
They did tjje weirdest things at the oddest, moments. They 
said anythmg. that suited them. Callaghan thought they 
never realised the efiScacy of truth. 

He began to think of The Crescent & Star. "He felt annoyed 
•.with Irana Faveley for intemiptirig his holiday. After a 
moment he crossed over to the call box on the comer of Hay 
'(•HiL^ . Jnside helit a cigarette, dialled a number. He waited 
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patiently. After a few moments Effie Thompson’s voice 
answered. Callaghan said: Tm awfully sorry 

disturb you. Were you asleep ? " ® 

She said : Yes, Mr. Callaghan. But does a littfe thing 
like that matter ? ” Her voice was acid. ^ 0 

Callaghan said : Thank you for reassuring me on that 
point, Efi&e.” • 

She said : Mr. Callaghan, is this a social conversation, or 

did you want to tell me something ? 

Callaghan said : Effie, I wanted to ,tell you something. 
I'm walking over to the flat now to pack a bag. You might 
get through to Nikolls and tell him to bring the cai* round. 
He'd better bring a suitcase with him." 

Effie said : " Are you going away, Mr. Callaghan ? " 

He said : r*' Yes, I'm going back to The Crescent & Star. 
I’m going to finish my holiday. Let me know if anything 
happens, will you, Effie ? " 

She said : ‘VMr. Callaghan, you know there' ve been two 
enquiries to-day. A gentleman who owns a brick firm h^s 
been missing his bricks. They have been disappearing in 
large quantities." 

Callaghan said : " Tell him I haven't got 'cm. Why should ' 
I trouble about his bricks ? " 

She said : " Very well, Mr. Callaghan. The other enquiry 

was from a lady. She's worried about her husband." 

Callaghan said : " That's not unique, Effie. Most women 
are worried about their husbands." He continued ; " Sleep 
well, Effie. If anything really important turns up you know 
where to get me." 

She said : " I| it does turn up I hope I shall be able to get 
you, Mr. Callaghan. I wasn't very successful before." 

Callaghan grinned into the transmitter. He said : "I 
know, Effie. But from now on everything's going to be $0 
different ! " 

As he huifg up he hc^d her say : o 


" Like hell it is I ’’ 



CHAPTER FIVE 


THEY SELDOM SAY NO 

• 

The afternoon sun tinted the rhododendron bushes on the 
lawn of The Crescent &.Star. Long shadows stretched over 
the hot overgrown paths. In the corner of the verandah 
Nikolls lay extended at full length. By his side were two 
bottles of lager beer and a glass. He was reading a detective 
story. 

Mrs. Melander came on to the verandah. She looked at 
Nikolls- She thought to herself that he looked like nothing 
so much as an overgrown seal. She said : " It’s strange to 

•see you reading a detective story, Mr. Nikolls.*' 

Nikolls looked up. He said : ** YeahJ But I*m a guy 
. who is always out to learn. Now this feller in this story— he's 
like me. He's a detective who relies on instinct, I gotta 
helluva instinct." 

Mrs. Melander said politely : " I'm sure of that, Mr. 
Nikolls." 

Nikolls looked at her. He said : " Now I can look at you 
and I can tdl you plenty about what you been doin' to-day. 
Just by instinct. ..." 

Nikolls looked at her mysteriously. His eyes wandered 
over Mrs. Melander's trim figure. He said eventually : 

" Look . . . you gotta fish scale stickin' to the sleeve of 
^ y/)ur right arm, hey ? Well . . . that teUs me a lot. It tells 
me that that second maid of yours has been duckin' again ; 
that you had to go down to the village to get the fish. O.K. 
Well, there’s a ssdvagc drive on, so the fishmonger hadn't any 
wrappin' paper. So you had to* bring* the fi^ out without 
any paper. You carried it under yoftr arm." • 

Mrs. Melander looked surprised. She said : " Really, Mr. 
^.Nikolls, you're <mite wonderful .... 5he •went into the 
'^ouse tlirough tne ffench .windows. Jiftt inside she met 
Suzanne Melander with a bmidle of newspapers under her 
arm. She said to her mother : ^ • 

" You just don't know how marvellous he is I " 

■ Mrs. Melander said ; " Well, my dear, what he said was 
’ ptarfectlytrue." 
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Suzanne nodded. Quite/' she said. " When went 

down to the village for the newspapers I saw him standing io^ 
a doorway opposite the fishmongers. saw you .come 
out 1 " 

She walked round the verandah towards the back of the 
bouse. At the bottom of the, lawn where it joined with the 
thick undergrowth, Callaghan lay in a hammock swung 
between two trees. On a table by the side of the hammock 
was a bottle of brandy, a syphon and a glass. Callaghan lay 
relaxed in the hammock, looking up towards^he sky, his arms 
hanging down over the sides. 

Suzanne put the newspapers on his chest. She said; 

Here are your papers, .sire I " 

Callaghan said ; “ Thanks." 

She stood locking at him, her hands clasped behind her 
back, primly. She asked : " Aren't you going to kiss me ? " 

Callaghan said: " Why not ? " 

Suzanne approached the hammock ; leaned over him. He 
kissed her. 

She said : " You're the laziest person, aren't you. I don't 
even know why I want to be kissed by you. I suppose it's 
because you don't give a damn whether you kiss me or not." 

Callaghan yawned. He said nothing at all. 

Suzanne sighed heavily. She said pleasant^ : " Damn 

you, Mr. Callaghan." She went back into the house. 

Callaghan began to look through the papers. On the front 
page of The Times, under the " Legal Notices " column, his 
eye stopped nt an advertisement. He read : 

‘ Messrs. Dyatt, Wilmot & Hayle, Assessors, give notice tha* 
the sum of £ looo will he paid to any person giving information 
which wiU lead to the recovery of a piece of antique jewellery 
known as the Denys ^oronef, consisting of a gold box shaped as 
a Coronet, skidded with diamonds, rubies and pearls, lately 
stolen frdm Mayfield Plact,, near Chessingford, Bucks. Infor- 
mation received will he treated in the fullest confidence. 

Callaghan dropped the paper on to the ground: He leachea 
for the brandy bottle, poured four fingers, splashed in some 
soda, drink it. He put the glass back on the table, folded 
his hands on his chest. He lay gazing at the sky drowsily. 

Nikolls, carrying a bottle of lager beer and a glass, came 
across the lawn. He said to Callaghan : 
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** Yod know, I've been thinkin' al^ut this guy De Sirac, 
funny guy that, hey ? ” 

CaUaghw said : " Most people are funny." 

NilcoUs said : " Yeah, but this guy is so funny that it 
creaks out loud." 

Callaghan folded his hands behind his head. He asked 
why. Nikolls poured out a gla&s of lager beer. He drank it 
oS at one gulp. He said : 

" Look, I reckon this Irana baby has gotta know this De 
Sirac bozo pretty.well, ain't she — ^in the first place I mean." 

• " Exactly what do you mean by in the first place ? " asked 
Callaghan. 

Nikolls said : " Well, you don't go to a guy and ask him 
to pinch a Coronet outa somebody's safe ; you don't give him 
the key of the house and the safe combination, unless you 
know the palooka pretty well, do you ? " 

• Callaghan stretched. He said : " You never know with 

women." • 

, Nikolls said : " Maybe not. But I still think I'm right." 

Callaghan said : " t think you're right too, Windy." He 
felt in the inside pocket of his coat for his^ cigarette case ; 
produced it, lit a cigarette. He lay back exhaling a thin 
stream of tobacco smoke. 

^Nikolls poured another glass of beer. 

Callaghan said : " Windy, pack your bag and get the next 
train back to town. Get a line on De Sirac. I want his 
background and an3rthing else you can get. And find out 
what you can about Denys. That ought to be fairly easy. 
Mayfield Place is near Chessingford — a small place — ^and 
there's always talk in a village. Have you got that ? " 

Nikolls put down the glass. " Yeah ... I got it," he 
said. His tone was dolorous. " Say, is this journey really 
necessary ? " he went on. " We ain't* workin' for anybody 
on this case 1 " * • 

No ? " said Callaghan. He l9oked at his wrkt-watch. 
" You'd better get going," he said. " Don't waste any time." 

•" O.K.^. . . O.K. . . ." said Nikolls. . He *egan to walk 
'towards the hous#. • ^ • 

Callaghan lay back in the ]^ammock relaxed. Above his 
head the foliage of the trees met in an arch^^ay. Through the 
leaves he could see the blue and white summer sky above him. 
He lay there contentedly for five minutes ; then he got out of 
’ the h^ammock ; went Across the lawn Mp the back verandah 
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steps into' the house. He walked through it into tile front 
office. He sat down by the telephone; dialled ^his office- 
number. . 

Effie Thompson answered. 

Callaghan said : " Effie, go out and get a copy of to-day's 
Times, There's an Insurance Assessors' notice on the front 
page under the Legal Notices heading. Ring through to Mrs. 
Paula Denys at Pdmeira Court. Read it out to her." 

She said : “ Very good, Mr. Callaghan. An5rthing else ? " 

** Yes," said Callaghan, " when you've dene that you can 
tell her I shall be very glad to see her if she likes to come down 
some time this evening to The Crescent & Star." 

She said : " I understand, Mr. Callaghan. Supposing she 
doesn't want to come." 

Callaghan grifmed. " She'll come," he said. 

He hung up. 

Dusk was falling. The evening shadows made grotesque 
patterns on the floor of the small parlour off the hallway. 
Callaghan, seated in the big leather armchair before the fire- 
place, his feet on the mantelpiece, smoked placidly. On the 
floor by his side was the bottle of brandy, now three-quarters 
empty, a syphon and a glass. 

Suzanne Mclander came in. She said : " Mr. Callaghan,, a 
lady wants to see you-^she says she's Mrs. Paul^ Denys, but 
she'.s not the one who came before." 

Callaghan said : " No, she wouldn't be." 

Suzanne said archly ; " She's very beautiful, Mr. Calla- 
ghan." 

• Callaghan said : -"I know." 

She asked : " Are all your clients as beautiful ? It must 
be very interesting being a private detective." 

Callaghan said: "'It is sometimes. We haven't had an 
ugly client foi;, years. Plain women seldom get into troublp. 
Maybe you can work thitone out for yourself." 

She said : " Yes, I think I can. Shall I tell her to come 
in?" ' . . 

Callaghan nodded. , ' ' ' 

He took his fegt pff the mantelpiece; got up. He was 
standing iii front of the fireplace when Mrs. Denys came in. 

She stopped just inside the room. Callaghan, looking at 
her carefully, thought she was very beautiful^ She wore a 
coat and skirt of small navy and white check, a navy blue 
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shirt bl6use, blue glac6 kid court shoes. I^e sinall blue 
*4urban accentuated the colour of her eyes. 

Callaghan said pleasantly: "You look very beautiful. 
It's nice seeing you." 

She suid : " It's very kind of you to say that, Mr. 
Callaghan, but I don’t know t]iat I'm awfully interested in 
your opinion.” 

Callaghan grinned amiably. He said : " No, you wouldn't 
be, would you ? " He looked at the newspaper under her 
arm. He said : •" I see you got a copy of TAc Times'* 

* " Yes, it's terrible, isn't it ? I wonder what it means." 
Callaghan said : "Sit down, Mrs. Denys. I think you and 

I ought to have a little heart-to-heail talk, don't you ? " 

She said coldly : "I suppose we should talk, Mr. Callaghan, 
although I don't know exactly what we'rd going to talk 
about.” 

’ Callaghan lit a cigarette. " But you've some sort of idea, 
haven't you ? Otherwise you wouldn't h-Jtve come here. I 
don't suppose it was particularly pleasant for you to have to 
make the journey.” ^ 

She said : " No. But I regarded it as a necessity.” 

She sat down in a high-hacked chair by the table. She 
folded her gloved hands in her lap. She sat there quite still, 
looking at Callaghan. There was a long silence. 

Eventually he said : " You're intrigued as to what that 
Insurance Assessors' notice in The Times means ? ” 

She shrugged her shoulders. " It means only one thing, 
Mr. Callaghan, doesn't it ? It means that the Denys Coronet 
is not at Mayfield Place.” 

■ Callaghan inhaled tobacco smoke. He*nodded. " That's 
perfectly right, and that in turn can mean a lot of things, 
can't it ? ” 

She raised her eyebrows : " A^lot, Mr. Callaghan ? ” 

,He said : " Well, two or three. It could m^an in the first 
place that Irana didn'f return the* Coronet. It cotild mean 
that Denys discovered the loss of it before she had time to 
put it bai. And of course there's the third thing.” 

She asked "What would that be, MrT Callaghan ? "She 
was looking af him intently. JHer eyes neyer left his face. 

. CaUaghan said : ‘ * The third solption is that De Sitae might 
. have stolen the Coronet for the second time.” 

• She looked at him in astonishment.^ " Would he dare ? " 

* she, a:^ked. » ^ 
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Calla£[l^ : " Why not ? He had the key of the 
house, so conv&uently supplied by your sister. Ho knew the^‘ 
combbation of the safe, whidi he also got from her. He knew 
that she was going to replace that Coronet. He knew 
wouldn't waste any time about it. He knew she'd do it the 
same ni^t." 

She said : " Mr. Callaghan^ do you really believe that that 
is what has happened ? Do you really believe that De Sirac 
has tin Coronet ? ” 

Callaghan said : " How ^ould I know ? ” 

" Then what do yon think has happened ? " she asked. 
Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. He said : " You know 
as much about this business as I do." 

She said softly : "I wonder. Tell me something, were you 
expecting that insurance Assessor’s notice to appear in The 
Times ? Were you surprised when you saw it ? " 

" I always read the legal notices on the front page of The 
Times,” C^aghah replied. " It’s a habit of mine. I can't 
say I was awfully surprised.”- 
She said : " I suppose it hasn't struck you, Mr. Callaghan, 
that there might be another solution to my husband having 
discovered that the Coronet was missing ? ” 

Callaghan raised his eyebrows. He said : " Really ! 
That’s interesting.’ ’ 

She said coolly : " You could have told him, couldn't you ? ” 
Callaghan grinned. He said : " You're perfectly right. 

I could." 

She went on : " You could have let him know that the 
Coronet was missing before Irana had a chance to return it.” 

' Callaghan said : " Quite. But why should I do that ? " 
She considered for a moment ; then she said : " 1 don’t 
know. I don’t prof^s to imderstand you very well, Mr. 
CaUaghan. You might haye all sorts of unknown reasons. 
You might have seen a way to make some money out 
of it." ; 

Callaghan said : " That isn't logical, is it, Mrs. Den}rs ? 
You forget thit I had a chance to make a thousaid out of 
your sister.” j ‘ 

She said : " I , realise that^s But I think you considered 
there was' some danger in taking that money." 

Callaghan said : " So you thought I might get something 
from Denys for telling him that the Coronet ?vasn't there." 
He smiled at her. " You're guessing- wildly, Mrs. Denys. 
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If I wanted to make an3rthing out of tilts bospess ^ could do 
•it very mjich more easily.” 

She said : ” Yes, I suppose 3rou could, Mr. Callaghan." 

There was a pause ; then Callaghan asked : ” Do you know 
where ^Dur sister Irana is at the moment ? " 

She shook her head. ” $io, I don’t. That’s rather 
bothering me.” 

Cedlaghan asked : " Is that what you came to see me 
about ? ” 

She said : ” Yes, I suppose it is. I remember you told me 
once before that eventually I should have to come to you. 
It seems that you're right, doesn’t it ? ” She smiled at him 
—a small sarcastic smile. 

Callaghan said casually : " We always do our best for our 
clients.” * 

” That remains to be seen, doesn’t it ? ” she said. She 
opened her blue leather handbag ; took out an envelope. 

“ Inside this envelope are two hundred hnd fifty pounds. . 
•Perhaps you’ll accept that as a retainer.” She held out the 
envelope towards him. Callaghan walked over, took it from 
her. He put it in the side pocket of his jacket. He said : 

" That’s fine. Now, Mrs. .Denys, exactly what is the two 
hundred and fifty pounds for ? Are we to do something or 
ase we not to^do something ? ” 

She said : * ” That’s rather cryptic, isn’t it, Mr. Callaghan ? ” 

Callaghan said : ” Let me put it a little more plainly. Do 
I take it that you’re paying me this two hundred and fifty 
pounds to keep quiet about the fact that your sister Irana 
was originally responsible for the stealing of the Denys 
Coronet — ^whatever may or may not have happened to if 
afterwards ? ” 

She said : " I see no reason to belieyp that my sister Irana 
is a liar. I’m perfectly certain that she returned that 
Coronet.” 

Callaghan shrugged his shouldem. He said't " She 
telephoned you and told you she had. Isn’t that right ? ” 

She nodded. " She, she did.” * 

• Callaghan said : " And you believed heir ? ” 

She said : ‘‘ I believed her.’/ 

. ” All right,” said Callaghan, ” If you believed Her, and if 
.it’s true, then somebody else re-stole the Coronet after she’d 
put it back. Well, it’s not very diffic^nlt to guess who that 
‘ frbdldbe. That would Move ^o be De Sirac.” He grinned at 
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her. " you like people to think it was dL Sirac ? 

She said : *^t must have been De Sirac." , 

Callaghan smiled at her. He said : "All right. That’s 
how it is I " ^ 

She got up. She said : " Mr. CaUaghan, I don't like your 
attitude very much. I never ^ave liked it, but I suppose I'm 
not in a position to complain. You're suggesting that by 
some means or other you can hang this thing on to De Sirac, 
believing that my sister Irana never returned the Coronet. 

I don't think I like that." ** 

Callaghan said : " What you like or what you don't like 
has very little to do with it. I'm concerned with facts. I 
don't suppose your husband likes you very much. I don't 
suppose he likes your sister Irana. I'm perfectly certain that 
if he knew Mr. I)e Sirac he wouldn't like him either. He has 
reason for dislike too, hasn't he ? You are at the present 
moment in the process of divorcing him. Your sister plotted 
to have the DenyS Coronet — ^his most valuable piece of pro- 
perty — stolen, and De Sirac carried out that theft. The very* 
fact that that Assessor's notice has appeared in The Times, 
Mrs. Denys, is an indication that the disappearance of the 
Coronet has been established and that your husband has put 
a claim in on the Insurance Society." 

Callaghan took out his cigarette case, selected and lit-^a 
cigarette. He was maddeningly slow about *the process. 
When the cigarette was lit he inhaled deeply, blew smoke 
rings into the air. He went on : 

" The Assessors are carrying out the usual custom of trying 
to get some information as to where the missing piece of 
jewellery might bef The next thing that happens is that the 
police will be brought into this. They must be. The In- 
surance Company arp going to insist on that. Very well, 
there are several people whg know quite a lot about the Denys 
Coronet. Who are these people ? They are you, your sister 
Irana, nrfyself and De SiiUc. Of thoSte four people only one 
is likely to do sufficient talking to upset the applecart, that is 
Mr. De Sirac. * You have suggested that \ have talked, but 
I assure you I haven't." t * * 

She interrupted^ She said :€ " I didn't suggest anything of • 
the sort. I suggested that you could have done so." . ^ 

Callaghan went on : " All right. I could have done so. . . 
But, bdi^ve it or not, I. didn't." He smiledLat her. "Do 
you know why ? Because I made up my mind, Mrs. DenyS; * 
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that eventually you were going to be a dienf/of Callaghan 
Investigat^ns — and Callaghan Investigations* never lets its 
clients down." His tone was sarcastic. " Well, not often. 
In any event, you have made it worth my while by pa3dng me 
a retainer to treat anything that I may have discovered in 
this business as a matter of confidence. So it .looks as if 
there's only one thing to be done." 

She said nothing. She stood looking at Callaghan. Then 
she said : " There are moments when I think I have never 
disliked anyone soimuch as I do you." 

Callaghan smiled at her. He said evenly : " We ddn't 
make any extra charge for that, Mrs. Denys. And in any 
event somebody has got to shut De Dirac's mouth, haven't 
they ? And the person best suited to do that is me. Isn't 
that what you wanted, Mrs. Denys ? Isn't fhat what you 
came down here for ? ” 

She said : " Candidly, Mr. Callaghan, I was afraid that this 
man De Sirac might talk ; that he might ^possibly do jny 
sister some harm." 

Callaghan cocked one eyebrow. " And not only your 
sister," he said. " What about you ? Remember, won't 
you, that the original idea of stealing the Denys Coronet was 
yours," 

She said : " Mr. Callaghan, I don't think we need discuss 
that. Whatever ideas I may have had I was never responsible 
for their being carried out." 

" That's all right," said Callaghan. "I believe you, but I 
doubt if anyone else would." 

She moved over to the table ; stood looking out of the 
window. She said quietly : "I don't think there's anything 
^ else for us to talk about, is there ? " 

Callaghan threw his cigarette stub iqto the grate behind 
him. He said : " I don't think there is, Mrs. Denys, except 
I suppose you'd like me to try and find out where Irana is, 
wouldn't you } ^ 4 : 

■ She said : " I've been hoping very much to hear from her." 

Callaghaji said : ,y Well, of course, you may hear from her, 
and then you may not. * One jivould haye thought that when 
she heard about the Coronet, sheid have called through to you 
by now." He grinned. " But then, perhaps she do^n't read 
.the newspapers." 

She turned ^und. She said : " Mr. Callaghan, I am 
'worried about Irana, not because I believe that she's done 
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aii3rthing'deli^rately wicked, but because I'm worried about 
her in connection with this man De Sirac. I'm frightened for ; 
her. I woM like to know where she is." 

Callaghan said : " That's all included in the two hundred 
and ftfty pounds. We’ll try to take care of ever3ilhiitg." 

She said : . " Thank you ve^ much.” She walked towards 
' the door. On the threshold sue stopped suddenly as if she’d 
thought of something ; half turned ; then she said : 

" Good evening, Mr. Callaghan." . 

Callaghan said : " Good-evening.” 

She closed the door quietly behind her. Callaghan stood 
in front of the fireplace looking straight in front of him. 
After a while he began to smile. Then he reached down for 
the brandy bottle. He poured out a very stiff shot. He held 
the amber-colohred liquid up to the light and looked at it. 

He said : “ Well . . . well . . . well . . . 1 " 

He drank the brandy. 

t 

EfiSe Thompson was about to put the cover on her type- 
writer when NikoUs came into the office. He crossed into 
Callaghan’s room, sat down at the desk, opened the lower 
drawer, found the whisky bottle, took a long swig. He 
sighed heavily. 

He caUed : " Effie I ” 

She came into the doorway. She said ; " What is it, Mr. 
Nikolls ? " 

NikoUs said : " I suppose the boss is stiU down in the 
country. I’U have to make a night train. Me — I hate 
goddam trains. Everybody stands on your feet an’ there’s 
'^ways some momma wants to teU you her life story." 

" You needn’t worry," she said. ’’ Mr. Callaghan’s back. 
He said if you came, in before seven you could reach him at 
The Silver Grill in l^ver street. 

Nikolls raise his eyebrows. He said : " You don’t say. 
So we’re workin’ ? l^c’re we workin’ for. Precious ? ’’ 

Effie smUed. It was a c}mical little smile. She said: 

" We’re working fcr Mrs. Denys — the real one." ^ 

Nikolls grinned. He said : " Cad you beat it 1 What 
happened ? ’’ . > 

She shrugged.her ^oq^ders. " What do 3n>u think hap- 
pened? Denys decided to go down and see w.. 

Callaghan at The Crescent & Star. He knev; she’d go there 
eventuaUy. SheAai’to.’' 
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Ni]co& ; " How come ? ” ' i 

" He ciijled through here, told me to ring her up and read 
the Assessors' notice in The Times— the notice that said the 
Coronet was stolen from Mayfield Place.” 

NikoUs said : ” Well . .. I’ll be sugared an' iced. So 
that’s why he sent me up to g^t this dope. He.mosta been 
guessin'.” 

" It was good guessing,” she said. " But he knew that 
when she heard about that notice she’d have to go down and 
see him. I bet he loved that.” She sniffed audibly. 

• NikoUs said : " He’s a funny guy sometimes. . . . ” ’ 

” Not so funny as sadistic,” she said. 

NikoUs said : " Yeah . . . what’&that ? ” 

She shrugged her shoulders again. " What does it 
^ matter ? ” she said. ” Let’s skip it. If his*cUents like to 
‘ be treated like that — if they like to stand for it — ^that’s their 
affair.” 

He grinned at her. ” You wouldn’t stdind for it, would 
you, Effie ? ” he said. 

She said ; ” This conversation isn’t reaUy necessary, Mr. 
NikoUs. I’m merely Mr. Callaghan's secretary. Beyond 
that I’m not interested.” 

” I know,” said NikoUs. ” If you was wrecked on a desert 
island with him you wouldn’t even ask him to knock a cocoa- 
nut offa tree Tor you. You’d just sit around and play with 
slisirks**' 

She said : ” Good-night, Mr. NikoUs.” 

" O.K. . . . O.K. ...” said NikoUs. " It looks to me as 
if I’m the only good-tempered guy around this dump. Talkin’ 
to you reminds me of a dame that I once knew in Saskat- ‘ 

. chewan. Did I ever teU you about that baby ? ” 

Effie said : " That was the brunette. with ei^t divorces, 
wasn’t it ? ” , . 

l^ikoUs said ; " Nope. This was a red-he^d. She was 
terrific. She woulda been aU right if she’d kept he# fingers 
■ crossed.” 

Effie said : " WeU— why didn’t she ? ” •• ‘ 

NikoUs said't ” I wdiildu’^ know. MayBe it was my fatal 
.charm. I’U get around to telHn' you about her sometime. 
'So long, sweetheart.” , 

^ -Callaghan wos sitting at the comer table in the almost 
' ffes^ed Silver GriU. He was eating ducken salad, drinking 
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whisky. ’ Ha wis wearing a dark grey suit with a black and 
white foulard spotted tic. He was freshly shaved. NikoUs; 
crossing towards the table, thought he looked happy. 

Nikolls sat down. 

He said : " WeU . . . here I am." 

Callaghap indicated the bpttle. " Give yourself a drink/' 
he said. 

" Thanks/' said Nikolls. " I could use one." He helped 
himself to a whisky and soda. He went on : " Efl5e tells me 
we're workin' for Mrs. Denys." ^ 

Callaghan nodded. 

NikoUs said : " About this De Sirac guy : The guy's 
about thirty-seven. He's a quarter Frendi. He's b^n 
bangin' around the West End for years — always weU-dressed — 
always with sbme dough. Nobody seems to know where he 
got it from. Dames go for him in a big way. They like him. 
Don't ask me why because I don't know." 

Callaghan ^skhd : " Was there any connection between De 
Sirac and Irana Faveley that you could put your finger on ? " 

NikoUs said : " They usta dance together but not a lot. 
It looked as if she was just one of the usual run of dames that 
usta get around with him." 

Callaghan asked : " Why should De Sirac think that she 
had a lot of money ? He must have known her fairly w?*U. 
He must have had a reason for thinking she ha'cl money." 

NikoUs drank some whisky. " Search me 1 " he said. 
" Why does he have to think she has money ? " 

CaUaghan said : "He was holding her up for ten thousand 
over the Coronet, wasn't he ? He must have thought she 
‘ had that amount.^' 

" Yeah ..." said NikoUs. " I never thought of that one. 
De Sirac musta thought she had a lotta jack. Maybe he was 
just hopin'." 

Callaghan shook his head. " People like De Sirac don't 
just hc^," he said. '^He must Wave had some idea that 
there was money to be had — somewhere." 

NikoUs nodded.* " Yeah/' ’‘he said. Ten tho^isand ^ . . 
that's a lot of lobse change." ,An idba came fb him. " Say, 
look," he said, "e maybe De Serac thought Iraiia could get the 
dough ^a Payla. See ? Maybe he thought that if Paula 
got to hear that he's holdin' Irana up for the Coronet ... he 
reckons that Irana has gotta go an' tell Paula about it. He 
reckons that she's gonna teU Paula that she fixed this Coronet 
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liftin* businiess for heat, an* that Paula is gonna stunlp up so’s 
•.tP keep Irgina outa trouble. How's that ? " 

Callaghan lit a cigarette. He said : '' That could be ; but 
if De Sirac thought that, he was wrong. Irana didn't go to 
Mrs. Denars, did she ? She came to us." 

Yeah ..." said Nikolls. That's right. §he came to 
Ah' we went to Mrs. Denys, didn't we ? An* we got the 
Coronet back ofia De Sirac an* we slipped the thousand back 
to Irana. Maybe we're the mugs." 

Callaghan grinned. He said evenly : "You mean Vm the 
mug ? " Nikolls said nothing. 

Callaghan asked ; " Just what do you think ? " 

Nikolls shrugged his shoulders. He hshed in his pocket for 
the cigarette pack. He said : 

" Search me. I don't think anythin'. Y^u know what 
* you're doin'. But why you hadta hand that thousand back 
to Irana beats me. You coulda kept that. There wasn't any 
strings on that dough." He grinned. " It looks like .you 
gone overboard for somebody. Maybe Mrs. Denys has got 
something ..." 

Callaghan said : " Did she know De Sirac ? " 

" Not as far as I can make out," said Nikolls. " I can’t 
get much on her except this : She was sorta pushed into this 
mgnriage with Denys by her people. Denys wanted to marry 
her but she didn't wanta marry him. Irana was against it 
too. She didn't like Denys. She did everything she could 
to stop her sister marryin' him. I'm not surprised. The 
guy's usually high ; an he has a weakness for heavy blondes." 
Callaghan said : " Lots of them, I suppose ? " 

Nikolls nodded. " There was plenty," he said. " Denys * 
is a guy who apparently believes that there's safety in numbers. 
THe always has one totin' around." 

" Who's the woman that Denys is getting about with now ? 

I suppose there is one," said Callaglian. ^ 

'^Yeah," said Nikolls. "The babe on the menu at the 
moment is some frail called Juliette de Longues. Semble, 
the»guy oij the door at the Relmqua Club, told me about her. 
She’s some hma rota that one. She's so goddam full of allure 
that you gotta took at her witli blinkers." ^ 

" Is she really French ? " Callaghan asked. ^ 

" I wouldn't know," said NikoUs* " Semble says she's got 
a. line in Frencl^accents that would open a sardine can. l^is 
’ haby-Can work enough basic English wifh her eyes to ask for 

/ • 3 
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anythistg wants without sayin' a word. Any time she 
gets stuck she says ‘ But definitlee . . . an’ it go 
that. I sorta like the sound of Juliette.” 

Callaghan asked : ” Would Juliette be the blonde who 
stayed at the hotel with Denys — ^the woman who was cited in 
Mrs. Deny^’ divorce petition^? ” 

NikoUs shrugged. ” Ma]^,” he said. " It was some 
unknown dame. I went into that. I went down to the 
hotel. Some firm of private dicks came around an' hiked 
round a picture of Mrs. Denys ; they asked the waiters an* 
ev^body if that was the baby who'd stayed with him. 
They all said no, it wasn’t. But nobody ever showed ’em a 
picture of the frail whojdid.” 

Callaghan said : ” No, I can understand that.” 

NikoUs sai(f : “ About this Coronet thing, it's valuable aU 
right, but the value is mainly in the fact that it’s an antique — ’ 
a bit of old stufi— beautiful handwork. Mark you, the 
jewells in it are worth plenty, but I don’t reckon it would be a 
lotta use for anybody to melt it down an’ prise out the stones.” 

Callaghan said : ” What’s it insured for and who wrote the 
policy ? ” 

NikoUs said : ” It’s insured for seventy thousand with the 
Globe and Consolidated. The poUcy’s eight years old and 
the premiums have always been paid. Everything’s Q^K. 
there. Denys has put a claim in.” ' 

Cdlaghan nodded. He said : ” Is that the lot ? ” 

NikoUs said : " That’s enough to be going on with, hey ? 
Where do we go from here ? ” 

'• CaUaghan did not reply. He asked: ” Where’s Denys af 
the moment ? ” • 

” He’s jip in townj” said NikoUs. ” He’s a great guy for 
dance haWs an’ gamblin’ dives. He uses The Chemin De 
Luxe. You knoWj that sweU dump off Mount Street. He’s 
there practifally every night.” 

Callaghan finished hh whisky. He asked : " Who runs 
The Chemin^De Luxe ? ” 

“ Carlazzf runa it — fronting for that guy Van^ who ^ista 
have The Bright Spot. You remenfber Ihe Bri^t Spot ? ” 
NikoUs grinnedfat Callaghaib * 

CaUa^an nodded. ”,I remember it,” he said. He went 
on : ” AU right. Windy’, just keep on digging. Get anything 
you can on the De Longues piece and anyoqe else you think 
matters.” ' « 
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NikoUs poared the last of the vhiskjr into bis pies. He 
inid : '* l^t’s O.K., but it would be a fadluva he^ to ine to 
know )ust what we’re tryin’ to do with this casBi I suppose 
3 WU wouldn’t have any sorta idea about that ? ” 

Callaghao said : “ At the moment—no. Exc^t that 
we’re trying to find Irana.” 

‘'Just* fancy that,” said Nikolls. "Well, I hope we find 
her. Say, listen . . . what’s a sadist ? ” 

Callaghan considered. He said eventually : “A sadist is a 
person who gets a kick out of seeing other people hurt.” 

^ I got it,” said Nikolls — " a dever ^y. One of those gUys 
that dames hate like hdl but go for in a very big way just 
because they don't know why . . . h$y ? ” 

Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. ” That’s near enough, 
I suppose,” he said. • 

Nikolls got up. ” I’m gonna start readin’ up to be a 
sadist,” he said. ” 1 reckon I’ve tried everything else. 
Maybe I'll get some place that way. Well ... I'll be on 
my way.” 

*• ” Just a minute,” said Callaghan. '* About De Sirac. 
You might take a look at that apartment block where he lives. 
It’s a pretty deserted sort of place. If he’s not around ; if 
the coast’s clear and you get the chance, get inside that fiat 
of hiU and have a look round. You might find something.” 

Nikolls raises his eyebrows. " Yeah ? ” he said. " What 
do I find ? An’ what am I gonna look for ? Maybe. I'm 
gonna find the Denys Coronet on the hall table.” 

. " I don’t think so,” said Callaghan. " But you might find 
something else — ^you might find Irana.” 

Nikolls looked at him in amazement. He said : ” Jeez 1 
I give up. This case is breakin’ my heart. O.K. If I do 
find her, where are you gonna be ? ” \ 

Callaghan said : ” I’ll be at my apartment — I hope — about 
two or three o’clock. You can call me thdre if you want.” 

“ O.K.,” said Nikolls. *” But I think this is a nelluya case. 
In a minute somebody’s gonna tell me I’m Julius Caesar an’ 
I’mgonnaJ^ieve ’em. . . .” • , * 

He went out. * • • 

. Callaghan lit af cigarette, l^e signalled the^waiter ; ordered 
"InOTe whisky. »■ 

He wondered where he was going fo find Irana. 



CHAPTER SIX 


NIGHT PIECE 

The Chinese clock on the mantelpiece struck ihidmght. 
Callaghan opened one eye, cast a baleful look at the clock, got 
off the bed, began to walk up and down the bedroom. He 
was wearing a grey silk dressing-gown, red bedroom slippers. 
He was trying to concentrate on unimportant points. 

Unimportant points — ^those details which seemed, in the 
first place, of little con^quence^ — were usually the things that 
mattered in the long run. If they did matter they were like 
the concealed banana skin clue in the detective story upon 
which the detective, the reader and, very often, the author, 
all slipped up. Callaghan remembered things, in other cases, 
which had seemisd unimportant. . . . 

He walked into the sitting-room, went to the sideboard, 
found a bottle of rum, poured out a slug, mixed it with some 
synthetic lemon juice, swallowed it. It tasted awful. He 
shuddered a little, lit a cigarette and resumed his pacing. 

It was understandable that Denys should not have wanted 
his wife to have a divorce. If you have divorces you have 
settlements and understandings ; the Court want to know 
about finance ; there are such things as alimony pendente Ute, 
If Denys had been making ducks and drakes with his wife's 
money — if he had been — then his point of view was. 
- obvious. 

^ But an incongiruity became apparent for, having informed 
his wife that he would not consent to a divorce, he had 
promptly gone off to an hotel with a blonde and someone had 
been in a position in which they could write an anonjonous 
note to his wife and inform her of the fact. And it had been 
a not tqo good-looking blonde. Th^^ UTiter of the anonymous 
letter had said that ; had intimated that she was ugly. . . ; 
That fact wis interesting . . s 

It was of course possible that Deffys hkd thought his trip 
to the country would be undiscovered by hi^wife. Even so, . 
his attitude was" incongruous. 

Callaghan began to think about Irana Faveley. Here at 
least was a woman who was consistent — definitdy beautiful 
and beautifully, cofisistent. She had objected in the first 
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. pla.ce to the marriage between her sister and Denys f thiNidie 
iiad thought that, having married Denys, having realised that 
it was a complete failure, Paula was justified in going ofi'and 
taking the Coronet with her. 

Irana— *who was a woman of nerve — ^had been annoyed that 
Patda had funked her fence at the last moment and left . 
the Coronet behind. She had completed the business her- 
self. She had arranged for it to be stolen and if, for this or 
that reason, the process had not come off, that was not her 
fault. • 

'A definitely consistent person. 

And Paula ? Paula, just as beautifuT, was not quite so— 
consistent. But now, at last, she was being forced to take 
a line. Because, or so she said, she was frightened for Irana. 

. Callaghan wondered just how frightened Paulh Denys really 
was. . . . 

Then there was De Sirac. De Sirac was int^esting because 
he seemed clever and did things which ^ere, apparently, 
stupid. He had consented, in &e first place, to steal the 
' Coronet and hand it over, for the sum of five hundred pormds. 
Having got the Coronet, he had started a little blaclonail on 
the side for an extra ten thousand without even bothering to 
draw the two hundred and fifty pounds, which were still due 
to him, first. , 

It would seem that De Sirac could be stupid. Yet his 
background was one in which stupidity was so redundant that 
the word was almost unknown. Surely De Sirac was not as 

• stupid as that . . . ? 

Callaghan's mouth was dry. His tongue seemed to be 
composed of a particularly dark brown pl&^. He stubbed 
out the cigarette in an ash tray, went to the sideboard, looked 
at the bottle of rum, decided to drink ikhisl^. He found a 
bottle, poured out half a tumblerful, added ^ water, 

drank it. He considered for a moment, decided that he felt 
better. • * 

The telephone bell rang — ^the extension from the offices 
beliAv. . Callaghan , walked acrbss the nxun, picked up the 
recriver. He srid: ‘“nus is^Callai^an Investigations." 

' Somebody said : " Hrilo, Mr. Callaghan . « . " Hie voice 
was yeiy soft, quite delightful, and a trifle tremulouSl" 

... Callaghan began to grin. 

•She ^d : “¥ou know who I amr— of course." 

* - ‘.Of- course," said CaXaghan.. " I'm gfad to hear from you. 
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l&s Favdey, 'b^use yoo’ve saved me a lot tilbnble. Vm. 
vxpptaeA to be looking {<« you. Aren't yoo lost.pr ndadiig* 
or something ? " 

She said: "Wdl . . . not really." Her voice became 
serious. " I'm in a jam," she woat <m. " A bad cme. I 
need yonr lifelp very badly. don't knew wkai to do." 

■ Callaghan said : * " In tb)se cases the best thing t& do is 
just nothing at all. What's the matter ? " 

" I can't talk to you on the tdephone," ^e said. " I ought 
to see you. Please don't think that I've'been delibmtely 
stupd or wicked in seeming to disappear. I felt I hdd 
4o . . . " 

" I know that feeling,", said Callaghan. " It becomes more 
‘marlmd when there's a possibility of someone getting a little 
tou^, doesn’t' it, Miss Faveley ? " 

She said : " I do wish you'd call me Irana. I feel I've 
known you for such a long time ; that we’re really such good 
friends . . . arenH we ? I wanted to know if I could tele- 
phone you some time to-morrow. So that I could make an 
appointment for us to meet. I must talk to you but I don't 
want to meet anyone I know. You understand ? " 

" Perfectly," said Callaghan. " 1 take it that you’re 
worried about something. I think I know what it is." 

She said : " Do you . . . ? You are clever. I fdt that 
about you when I first saw you.” 

Callaghan grinned into the receiver. He said : " Me 
too. . . . But getting back to cases, I think you rather wish 
you hadn’t been so keen on doing what your sister originally 
planned to do. You wish you’d left it alone ? ” 

She said : " Yes,"I do. I wish I hadn’t done it. I wish ...” 
She hesitated; stopped speaking. 

Callaghan said : ‘‘d.et me make a suggestion about what 
you wi^ most of Yqu wish that I hadn’t gone to see 
your sister af^^ we got that idea that you weren't Mrs. Denys. 
You wi^ I’d never got fee idea that' you weren't. It would 
be so easy if ^ had still thought it was her ..." 

She said : " Yees ... Of course I mj^t sound a fea^rful 
little beast to say’feat. I adore PauHi ... I’d do anything 
forher. . . . " « r 

" Love’b a wonderful tiding , ** said Callag h an. " But don’t 
worry too much. Perhaps I ought to teU you that I'm acting 
for Mrs. Denys now. She’s our client. She asked os to find 
you. ..." ‘ { 
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. SIw said f Oh . . . ti»t makes it ta&fit . . ■. She 
Stopped ^>Qaking. 

" (^ no, it doc^'t," said CaMa^an. ** After you were 
our first dient. We met you orije^tally. Even ii " 

Callaghan's vmce diDppkl a tone— “.we decide to forget it" 

Shesaid: " I alwa)^ knew yqu a sweet, yetystnog . 

and* tough and fascinating and a s;«^het.” * 

Callaghan si^^ed. 

She said : " Will you tdl me where. 1 can tele^bone you 
to-morrow ? S» that I can arrange to see you." , . 

'Callaghan said : “ Call through hoe — ^to my apartment 
I'm spiking to you now on the esctension line fi^ the ofi 5 oe.«> 
My private number here is Mayfair 66556. Perhaps you 
could call through in the morning." 

She said : '* Yes ... I'll do that. Iln so terrUty 
grateful to you . . . Geod-night . . . and thank you so 
much." 

Callaghan said good-night. He hung upr He went back 
to the sideboard. 

*• The rum tasted a lot better. 

Callaghan parked the car halfway down Mount Street, 
began to walk. He stopped in the shadow of a doorway to 
light a cigarette, looked at his wrist-watch iu the flame of the 
lighter. It was half-past one. 

He continued on his way. The street looked delightful. 
The moon had come out and the buildings threw grotesque 

• shadows across the pavements. He thought life was rather 

like that — ^a kaleidoscope of light and shade, and you picked 
your way gingerly in between the shadows — ^if you were 
lucky. ... \ 

' Callahan was intrigued. The conveftation which he had 
had with Irana had opened up qn entpely new aspect of 
thought — a very interesting one. He shrugged his shoulders. 
When you didn't know* what to de you pla3red it^.ofl the 
cufi and watched what happened. Something h^ to happ^. 
Prcfndipg^t was Ijm^ble enough you could nuke use of it. 

He turned hito a side street, turned agafii to the left and 
-.atopped at the entrance to an apartment block. The outer 
door was open. Callaghan went ip, closing the dolh quietly 
'.. behind him. He found himself in a large wdl-fumiidied hall- 
way, the passage in front of him leading towards the back of 

* tfae,^^il(ling. 
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He walked akmg the passage, passing two lifts en reuU. . 
He si(^)ped at the end of the corridor oiq)08ite w^t seenusd 
to be a service lift. He pressed die bdl and waited. 

The lift came down. A man in a pale grey and green 
uniform emerged. He was a tall thin man. He : 

" Good-fvening, sir. Can^l do something for you ? " 

Callaghan smiled amiably. He said : '* I'm not a methlMr 
of The Chemin de Luxe Club, but I'd lilm to be. I think I 
could be." 

The man grinned a little insolently. Heeaid: "I wonder 
'^rirat makes you think that ? " 

. * Callaghan said : "1 know Mr. Carlazzi. In any event, it's 
something I'd rather discuss with him." 

The man said : " You might be a dick." 

Callaghan said ; " I might be. I'm not. I might be a 
plain dothes man, but I'm not. You know that. I expect 
you've seen 'em in your time. The point is I'm going up- 
stairs." Callaghan grinned. " The last time I had a little 
trouble with a lift attendant," he said, " he spent about three 
months in hospital trying to get them to put his jaw back into 
its normal position." 

The man said : " You wouldn't be tough, would you ? " 

Callaghan said ; "I might." 

The lift attendant considered for a moment ; then he said : 
" Well, -if you know Mr. Carlazzi, there's no harm in your 
seeing him." 

Callaghan said : " I'm glad of that." He got into the lift. 

■The Chemin de Luxe was almost like its name. It was 
superbly fumishAl. It had atmosphere. The men and 
women who used it were the sort of people you found in places 
like The Chemin de< Luxe. They were well-dressed. They 
had money. The women, in spile of war-time restrictions, 
still managec^ to find exotic peifumes, and the men seemed 
little wojiTied with the coupon problem. 

When you went through the door, which looked like the' 
normal entrance oia flat, you found ypurs^ in a Ipng nanow 
room, effectively*' lighted from, conc^ed globes, tastefully 
decorated in grey and blackyi with here and there a touch ol 
silver. Six or seven doors led out of the hallvray, which was 
entirely deserted except for a cloak-rocnn, attended by a young 
woman, on the right-hand side. » 

On the left of the hallway was a dpor. The lift attendant 
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knocked on it ; opened it. He said through tjie fa^f opm 
door:- ^ 

" Somebody wants to see you, Mr. Carlazzi. He sajjs 
knows you/' 

A deepi9iroice said : Ask him to come in." 

The man held the door open. Callaghan went in. The 
door closed behind him. * • * 

Vincent Carlazzi was sitting behind an ornate mahogany 
and rosewood desk that stood diagonally across the opposite 
comer of the ropm. He was of middle height, broad- 
shbuldered and dark. His swarthy skin proclaimed his 
Italian parentage. His clothes, his linen, his tie, and the 
dressing that kept the superfine sheen on his hair, were all 
quite superb. It has been said by those who should know 
that Carlazzi was a specialist in looking after th% vices of other 
people. Whether he was or not, the smile that showed his 
white teeth was open, almost benevolent. 

Callaghan said : Good-evening." ^ 

Carlazzi got up. He stood looking at Callaghan. He said : 
"I expect my memory's very bad, but I don't remember 
you." 

Callaghan said : " You're h liar. You used to own a club 
called The Bright Spot. We had a client — a Mrs. Vazey — 
I think her front name was Evette — she got into a lot of 
trouble at ydhr club. I got her out of it. The name's 
Callaghan." 

Callaghan grinned. He took his cigarette case out of his 
. pocket, selected a cigarette. As he lit it, he looked at Carlazzi 
through the flame of his lighter. 

" Maybe you remember me now ? " he said. 

Carlazzi shrugged his shoulders. "Of course," he said. 
You know ..." He spread his l^ds — " one meets so 
many people." 

He came round the desk, went fo a carved wall cupboard, 
took out a bottle and t\fo glasses, ^e said : * • 

" Perhaps my memory isn't so bad. Perhaps I remember 
thdl Mr. Callaghan's favourita drink was Jbourbon neat mth 
a wate^tJhaseT." * • ^ • 

He put the bottle and glas^^n the desk j went back for a 
carafe of water — ^more glasses. • 

Callaghan said : " I'm glad you'Ve remembered." 

. Carlazzi poui^ the drinks. He said : " You're not going 
s^ft^ anything, are ^ou ? You're not going to suggest that 
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«e*ve dime scathing to miothn' of 3 Kmr cKeoits ? *' Be 
looked at Callaghan. He smiled charmii^y. r 

Callaghan said : " No/’ He went on : *’ It's necessaiy 
fhat I talk to Mr. Denys. I thought he might be here. If he 
is here he's going to thank you for letting me get at him. I 
think he’s jgoing to need me.y" 

Carlazzi raised Ifis eyebrows. He said : " You don’t say ? 
Well, 1 would do anything for you. Have your drink, and 
emise me.” 

He went out of the room. Callaghan drank his bourbon.; 
hdfped himself to another three fingers ; drank that ; then a 
little water. 

Three minutes later, Carlazzi came back. He said : ” My 
friend, you're lucky. Mr. Den 3 rs is here. He’s playing 
roulette. ThAe's just one little thing. He says he doesn't 
know you.” 

Callaghan said : “That's all tight. Hewill." Hegrinned. 
" And you can take it from me he'll like it a lot. I suggest 
the easiest thing is for you to show him to me.” 

Carlazzi spread his hands. He said : “ All I can do is to 
try to please everybody. Come with me, my forceful friend.” 

Calh^han followed him out of the office across the hallway. 
They went into the room at the top of the hallway. It was 
surprisingly large, very crowded. At one end was a large 
alcove in which was an American bar. In the main room 
were four routelle tables. A pall of smoke himg in the upper 
air in spite of the fact that two electric fans were working in 
' the comers. 

■Carlazzi said : ' ‘ There's M Denys. I wish you good luck, 
my friend.” “ 

Callaghan said : “T'm invariably lucky. You ought to 
know that.” * 

He walked slowly throijgh the room, edging his way here 
and there, tq the American bar. He got some whisky from 
the white-coated attendant. He went back into the main 
room ; stood^leaning against the wall watching the crowd. 

He looked*" at Denys. Defa}^ w^ well-built,*, flprid* of 
feature, smiling. ''He looked prosperous. "As hb leaHbd over 
the table to stake, Callaghan noticed that he moved easilyv 
quickly. 

Callaghan looked at the woman who was sitting 'beside 
Denys. She was a blonde, and even if she was not.good- 
lookang— 4h ffict Callkghan thought sl;ie might be d^sdrilie^ '. 



; NIGHT PIBC'S'' 

ja iJgly-H3lie*po68essed that pectdiar qGali^ tiqk&aoBiB wtiaMv 
«iqoy^-an alluie that is indescribable, qnkMy i^BCOgnis^-Hl 
thhog movmoit, grace and petscm^ty-^tfae thingNthat 
enables a man to " go overboard ** f<»: a vnmaxi vHho, wh^t 
not ratin^the adjective beautiM, has enoi^ of what it tidces 
to .make a lot of tronble. , . 

She was <hessed in black, and when she got im to lean over 
the table to put some plaques on a number, Callaghan saw 
that her figure was exquisite. This, he thought* would be 
_ Tqliette. • 

He walked over to the table. The croupia; said : Jaes- 
dames, messieurs, rien ne va plus ...” He ^nn the wfaed. 
There was the usual silence until it stopped. Denys riirugged 
his shoulders ; threw a quick look at the woman beside h£m ; 
stepped back from the table. * 

Callaghan said : ” Excuse me ... ” He stood at an angle 
to'Den 3 rs, smiling. Denys looked at him. 

He said : " 1 don't think I know you.”* His voice was 
brusque and incisive, well-modulated, cmt. 

Callaghan said : ” You don’l know me. My name’s 
. Callaghan. I'm a private detective. I think it might be to 
everybody’s advantage if you and I had a little talk.” 

Denys said : “ I wonder why.” His tone was mildly 
curious. , 

Callaghan said : ” I've gone to quite some inconvenience 
to come up here to find you. I was on holiday. I saw the 
assessor’s notice in TAe Times about the Den 3 ^ Coronet. I 
-thought I might be able to help.” 

Denys said : " Excuse me for a moment.” He leaned '^er 
the table ; staked. His movements wer6 deliberate. He 
backed manque, impaire, and six nun|ters. Then he came 
back to Callaghan. 

He said : “If you’re particolarly,intere^»d in that notice — 
if you,,know something that you think the asses^rs ought to 
know — it might be a good thing if jwu went to see them. I 
don’t expect you’re in business for your health, Callaghan, 
and*I think a considerable reward was ofiezed.” 

Callif^ laid : “ T know. But I haVhn’t anything of 
■ particular inter^ to say to the assessorap” He grinned. 

'' I ^ught I ought to taUc to you.'' 

Den 3 rs said: "I don't want to seem rude, but I still don't 
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Wflf sMUebody intended to remove that Coroilet !'ve «n. 
Mea 'they removed it ; I've an idea it was put back amdn,<ot 
maybe hot. In fact I've got aU sorts of ideas. But 1 don't 
tidnk it would be awfully wise or clever of me to discuss tbmn 
with the assessors." • 


Denys ^d : “ No ? WJiy not ? " . . 

Canadian smiled. He said : " Bdieve it or not, Idr.' 
if I did, eventually, one way or another, you woiddn’t 
like it." 


Jhe ooupier called the winning number and colour. Denj^ 
was on the number. He waited until the plaques had b^ 
pudied towards him, picked them up. He dropped them 
casually into the side pocket of his j«u:ket. He ssdd : 

" Mr. Callaghan, I'll try anything (mce. Let’s go and have 
a drink.” • 


They went into the bar in the alcove. Den 3 rs ordered the 
drinks. He said to Callaghan : 

" You like whisky, don’t you ? You drink a lot of it ? " 
Callaghan said : " A fair amount.” 

Den]^ said : “ It doesn’t stop you Ihinking ? ” 

Cal^han said : “ No, I’ve solved most of my cases vrith . 
the aid of a little whisky.” 

Denys smiled. He said : " Well, you'd better have some 
more whisky.” .c 

Callaghan thought it was not an unpleasant smile. 

The bar-tender refilled the glasses. 

- ” Well, say on, my friend,” said Denys. " I think I ought 
to tell you ti^t I don’t like private detectives. You may be 
the exception that proves the rule, but I think they’re a funny 
lot.” 


Callaghan grinned, f He said : ” You’d be surprised if you 
knew how fimny th&.one was. But I can understand you 
not liking them.” 

“ What dp you mean "t ” Denys asked. 

Callaghan said : ” Iti>must have been awfully annoying for 
you to have^private detectives stooging around that hotel at 
Laleham.” * . • _ ® 

Denys said : *' So you knoyr abdht tliat tbo r^^lfliat is 
this — z. spot ofublackmail ?c' * . 

Callaghan shrugged ^ shoulders. He said ; " I’m not 
interested in the L^eham proposition. I’m interested in the. 
Denys Coronet. I can .tell you something about it. , ,When . 
I've told you about ft, if you still thi^k I ought to go ai^ 
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^ aaseasaat and take that thiMtsand poonds .gewiad, X*fi/ 
<Jo«it.’* ■ / 

Denys said : '* That's fair enough." y • 

Callaghan said : “ I niras having a holiday in the oooiui^ 
when a lady got into touch with my ofilce. She wanted & 
see. me urgently. My secretary .sent her down. .This lady 
told fiiS'that she’d conceived the idea of refaioving the Den]m 
Coronet from Mayfield Place ; that ^e’d given a key to the 
house and the safe combination to a man ^e knew. The idea 
was that he was actually to remove the Coronet and retain it 
*To her at some later time. Interesting, isn't it ? " 

Den}^ drank a little whisky. He said : " Very. Tdl me 
some more. Why did she have to come and see you about 
it?" 


^ Callaghan went on : “ Well, you see, the position got a 
little tough. Her boy friend ^cided he'd stick to the 
Coronet. He refused to hand it over. He wanted some 
money — a lot of money." • 

Den]^ said : " Well . . . well . . . Did he get it ? " 

* " No," said Callaghan. “ I undertook to try and ^ back 
. the Coronet for her. I was lucky. 1 had an interview with 
the boyo and he listened to reason. I got the Coronet. I 
gave it back to her. It *s interesting, isn’t it ? " 

Denys said : " That depends." 

Callaghan nodded. He said : " Quite. Quite obviously 
whether it's interesting or not depends on who the 
lady was." 

l^nys smiled. He signalled to the bar-tender for more 
whisky. He said: "That is the part that’s intriguing me. 
That's what I’m waiting to hear.” • 

Callaghan said : " That’s all very w^, but the point is the 
assessors are prepared to pay a thou^d poim^ feu that 
information they’re asking for. If I don’t go to them I 
shan’t get it.” * * ^ 

Denys said : "You m&n that’s because you’ve beeu a good 
<fellow and told me about it first. Are you suggesting that 1 
mig^t giro^ou a thpusand ? ’’ • « ' 

, Call^P^ sdid : “ YSu might- It depends on who the lady 
. was, doesn’t it ? *’ • ^ 

Denys considered for a moment ; then he said : I’ll have 

'^o be th6 judge of that, won’t I ? ’’ 

. -Cali^han said : " Yes, that’s only fair." 

: The man in the greyed green unifonh came into the bai. 
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VHe came vp to Doiys. He said : " Yoa’ie sMsted MOia Hw 
UelqplKHie, Hr. Denys." o ■ • ^ 

\ Denys said to Calla gh a n : " Will you excoae me lor. a 
samnent ? I'll have to bold my curiosity in check till I've 
.l&en this call." He nemt auray. 

' Ca ll ^j h yi finished his dryik. He stood leaning up against 
the bar smoking cigarette, looking into the nmet^ room. 
He felt happy. He felt Im was swimming in a sea of ink. 
Whichever way one looked one -couldn't see anything. So 
tlm only thing to do was to go on swimmang. 

A few minutes went by. Denys came back. He saM: 
" I'm sorry, Callaghan, but I've got to go. Something’s turned 
up that I must attend to." He said to the bar-tender : " Do 
you think you could get a car for the lady who’s with me ? " 
The bar-tefider said : " There's no hope, sir. You'll never 
get a cab or a car, or anything else, in I^don at this time bf 
night.” 

' Callaghan said : " Can I help ? Hy own car’s round thef 
comer. Perhaps I could give the lady a lift." 

I>enys looked at him. His eyes were smiling. He said : 
"That's very nice of you. I think you’re a very amiable 
fdlow, and I’d be most grateful if you’d drop Miss De Longues 
— ^the lady who was with me at the roulette table — ^at her flat." 

Callaghan said: "I’ll be delighted. I’ll go over and 
introduce myself in a minute." 

Denys said : "1 think you and I ought to have a little talk. 
1 think in any event there’s something we can talk about. 
Incidentally, I’d like to know the name of the lady." He 
aniled. " A^o was this mysterious woman who went to such 
trouble to remo-«e the Coronet ?’’ 

Callaghan grinnecL-pleasantly. He said : "It was Mrs. 
Denys." ^ 

Denys raised Ws eyebrows, ile said coolly : " It just 
shows how ^areful one ought to be, doesn't it, Callaghan ? 
Women do the most surprising things." He shrugged his 
shoulders. " Perhaps after all you'd better have a ts& with 
me," he said. ‘.‘Telephone -me to-morrow, at ^e Savoy. 
We’ll make an Appointment." ‘ 

Callaghan sai^ : " I'll da- that. I'll be seeing you." 
"Good-night," said Denys. He turned away. He said, 
ovm- his shoulder : "Asa detective I don't think you'm quite, 
so bad . . . but I still don't see vhat your game is." 

" You wffl," said'Callaghan. " And I hope you'll Mke ih,". 
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' : CaHaii^aai ato^ tetoiog op agaiast the wall ti the / 

TOtm ^tchSpg Miss Juliette de Longues, who was hav^ y* 
son luck. There was something fasdaating about Miss^ 
Lougues, Callaghan thought Insomeoddwayherattractito 
was enhanoed by the hurt that her {ace was plmn. But thi^^ 
was. because everytiiii^ else about b«t was as it ^ould be. 

He walked over ; stood behind hc^ watching her as 
played. Callaghan was considerii^ M^ether it naight be worth 
while to play another guess. He leaned forward. He said : 

Miss de Longues, my name's Callaghan. Mr. Denys 
tSked me if I'd take you home when you were ready to go. 
He's been called away, and it’s practically impossible to get 
a cab at this time of night." 

She looked over her shoulder at Callaghan. Shegave him 
a 1(^ seardhing look that took in every detail — fiom his shoes 
to’his hair. She said precisely, with a vague touch of French 
accent ; 

" Ihat is very kind of you. I am very gmteful. Would 
you like me to go now ? " 

Callaghan grinned. He said : " You're having a run of 
luck. Miss de Longues. Perhaps you'd rather play it out." 

She shrugged her shoulders. She said : " If I go on 
playing I shall lose it, so I think I vrill go home. Shall 1 meet 
you in the hall ? ” 

■ Callaghan saicl : " Yes.” 

She collected her plaques ; went away. Callaghan went 
back to the bar and drank another whisky and soda. When 
...he went out into the hallway she was waiting there. She 
stood in the centre of the large hall, quite relued, smiling 
vaguely at nothing. Callaghan got his hat. ” He said : 

" If you will come downstairs in aboi^ three minutes, I’ll 
have the car there.” * 

She said : " Thank you very mu^.” 

Callaghan went down in the lift.* He Ws a^essing the 
diance of |^)nng anothe? bluff, pulling it off or making a 
^-mistake. He concluded that if he made a mistake it might 
^ot be sq gpod. ^ ® 

He fai^d the car, sht behind the vriiedl smoking. He 
‘concluded that maybe the bluff was too good to be missed. 

She q^me out of the entrance. Callaghan opeited the door 
^d 8&eirslq>ped into the car beside him. 

; * He smd : " 1 4liink this is one of those n4;hts — fresh butv 
^jtt^ Mld. Where would^you like to be driven to ? ” > 
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i “Not very lar away,” sibe said, ” — ^Lowndes S^iuace will be 
wery convenient for me. And can you give me a^cigaritte*?**’ 
\ Callaghan produced his case. He lit the cigarette fdr her, 
^&rted the car. He turned towards Piccadilly. 

-/ She asked : ” Isn't this rather a funny way to go to 
Lowndes Square ? " , ^ . 

He looked at hhr sideways. He said : ” Perhaps if is^ Miss 
de Longues. It might take a little longer, but then I wanted 
to talk to you.” 

. She said : " Ah, so you wanted to talk, Mr. Calla§^^. 
That's very interesting.” 

Callaghan felt she was smiling in the darkness. ” So 
you're not surprised ?•” he asked. 

She said : “ Mr. Callaghan, nothing ever surprises me. 
Now . . . ydu talk ! " 

Callaghan said : ” First of all I think you should know thkt 
I'm a private detective.” 

She said : *^That must be an interesting profession.” 

Callaghan said : ” It is and it isn't. It's a very tough 
profession though, Miss de Longues — sometimes.” 

She said softly ; “ Are you trying to tell me, Mr. Callaghan, . 
that you are going to be tough with me ? ” 

Callaghan accelerated a little. He turned into the Buck- 
ingham Palace Road. He said : ” I'm tr3dn|: hard not to be 
tough with anybody. You see, the position is this. I came 
along to-night to see Mr. Denys about something that required 
'discussion. Then I saw you. You interested me very much, 
miss de Longues.” 

* She said: " Mr. Callaghan, I think you are a very charming 
man to be intere^ed in me. But why ? ” 

Callaghan went oy "We don't handle any divorce business 
in my firm. We doff t like it. But sometimes we have a case 
which impinges on a diyorce action. We've got something 
like that n<^. I thought I could save you a lot of trouble. 
Miss d£ Longues.” • 

She said : " Ah ... So Mr. Callaglian wi^es to save me 
trouble. How does he do that ? ” f. . »> - 

Callaghan said : " I'll be quite 'frank. ^ ApparAitly Mr. , 
Denys stayed an hotel atAaleham just about the time that - 
the Denys Coronet was stolen — ^you know about |^fi.t, of 
course — ^he didn't stay there alone. He stayed them, with 9. 
woman — a blonde.” 

She said : " Hoifr very interesting,” 
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r^tiaghan said : “ It might be. Now, it s^ms that .Mra. 
i^3rBieoefi^ed some infonnation about tiiia foot. She t^k 
actioB. ApparenUy a divcnoe petition has been issued dt^ 
this unknown lady." , 

Callag^ian stopped talking. Driving with one hand hV 
fished out his cigarette case and lighter. , . 

ShOsaid: " Won't you let me hdp you, Idr. Caliban ? ** 
She took the cigarette case, open^ it, put the cigarette in 
his mouth, lit it. She slipped the case and lighter back into 
his pocket. In some odd way she made the process intimate 
charming. 

She said: "So a divorce petition has been issued and 
an unknown woman has been cited. .Go on, Mr. Callaghan. 

I suppose in a moment we shall come to the crux of this 
business ? " • 

N^allaghan said : " We’re almost there now. The point is. 
Miss de Longues, it might be nice for the blonde lady who 
stayed at Ldeham with Mr. Denys to remain an unknoym 
party. She might prefer that." 

'*• She said : " Mr. Callaghan, why should I be interested ? " 
Callaghan grinned. He said : " Because you were the 
woman. Miss de Longues. You are the blonde lady who 
stayed at Laleham. Well, not many people know that." 

Thci'e was a long silence ; then she said : " Mr. Callaghan, 

• w^at am I supposed to say or do ? Supposing you are right — 
supposing I was the mysterious woman who stayed at the . 
hotel at Laleham — supposing I wish to remain unknown— 
^vdiat do I have to do ? " 


Callaghan said : " Just at this minute I don't know. But 
I can tell you this much. There is somebddy isn't awfully 
wdl disposed to you. There’s somebody knew you were 
staying there — somebody who wrote an anonymous letter to 
Mrs. Denys — not a very nice person,” said CaUaghan, still 
grinning, " — ^he described you as being ugly. I^don’t think 
you’re a bit ugly.” * • • 

. -’She said : “ Mr. Callaghan, I'm sure that you are always 
•'verycharming." • • * 

CaUagiBSff went oit : '* It m|y be that diulng the next two 
'.or three days, whin a certain amoiint of publi<^tt^tion must 
be directed to Mr. Denys because of the fact that the Denys 
^ronet.'has been stolen, that the wiitei of that anonymous 
fetter i^lght feel that the time had come when he might malm 
h^poself a little troublesome. He might ttant something." 
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^ si^ : y Yes, he You mean hr mig^ vafll 

^^iin ghan said : " I don't know. How sho^ I know ? 
Bjat he might want somethii^'. He might be difficcdt. I 
^ught that you m^t like a litfle assistance from CaHaj^an 
Investigations, Miss de Loqgues. I tiiou^t jrou ought ^ 
to give me your telephone number and address. Perhaps'we 
mi^t talk again." 

^ said softly, in the same .unperturbed voice: "Mr. 
Callaghan, you mean if this writer of unsigned letters becomes 
troublesome, then 1 might appeal to the charming IB: 
Callaghan for assistance ? ” 

Callaghan said : “ Kougbly that is the idea." 

She said : “ A most delightful idea. Now if you will turn 
your car towards Lowndes Square I will give you a cigarette, 
a drink, and my card." She smiled suddemy. Cs^^han 
saw the flash of her teeth. She went on : " Then I think I 
will feel much safer and much happier.” 

Callaghan turned the car into Victoria Street. He smiled 
to himself. 

It looked as if the guess had come off. 

It was ten minutes to three when Callaghan drove the 
Jaguar into the garage at Berkeley Square. He walked qp the 
ramp, through the side door into the ailiiartment block. . 
^Wilkie, the night porter, wa? seated in his glass-fronted box, 
reading the Evenir^ News. 

Callaghan said: "Good-evening, Wilkie.” 

■ Wilkie yawned. He said : " There’s not much evening 
about it, Mr. Cdllaghan. It’s ten to three. Mr. Nikolls is 
upstairs. He’s in t^ flat. He’s been there since half-past 
one.” 

Callaghan asked^: " Any calls on the office lines ? ” 

Will^ st^k his head.' 

Callaghan went up to hLs apartihent. Nikolls was sitting 
in the big leather armchair in front of the fire. His hands . 
were folded placidly on his stomach. A cigarette hanging 
from the comer'of his mouth| An'ernp^ glass wilv. on the 
floor by his sid?. He said 

" I’m llad you got back. I wondered how long I’d gotta 
stick aroimd here.” 

^ - Callaghan said : " Wilkie tdls me yoo’w$ been hqip suiM 
/one-tin^. You’vfi had a drink ? ” 
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I said Nikolls. “I had t^three' dntiics. - Ytm 

fiN^sbrtafdaaised about somellihig * .* 

Ctdlagbaa said : " I am. I’ve been dohtg a litlJe,guesj3ng 
It seems to have come ofi.” , 

’’Yeah,* said N&oUs. "You're a good guesser. 
said that." ' * 

" '^ery nice of h^,’’ said Callaghan. 

He lit a cigarette. 

NifcoUs said : " Well, is that all you gotta say to pie, 
^because I got some^iews for you.” 

CaDagban said : " Good news, 1 hope.” 

NikoUs said: "I wouldn’t ^ow. It's about that De 
Sirac guy. I hung around there to-n^ht* I thought I might 
get a chance of casin' the place, seein’ if I couldfind anytfamg 
-revoi that Irana baby. I thought if I waited hmg enough 
I’d see De Sirac come out. Those guys always come out at 
the time when everybody else is goin' to bed. He didn’t, so 
I sorta tocdc a diance on it. I went up aif rang the bbiL 
^^othin’ happened, so 1 opened the door with a spMer an’ 
'went in. It wasn’t so good.” 

. Cal l a gh a n asked : " What happened ? ” 

' "No&ing happened,” said Nikolls. "But somdiod^’s 
croaked that guy. In the sittin* room. An' how do you luce 
that^ne I " 


CHAPTER SEVEN 

THE CLOVEN HOOP^ 

CxiXAGHAN stood in the centre of the sitting-room, looking 
at w^t was left of Mr. De Sirac who* no matter how amusing 
his life may have been, w^ infinitely more interesting in the 
manner of his death. At the momenf he was sprawl^ over 
'the writing desk in the comer of the room, his«head hdng 
gtotd^uMj^to/>ne aide. • A little trickle of tjlood cme mun 
,the up^rW; from the underaeafh one a yellow viuceus 
fluid stained the blotter. • * , 

' • Calleghan looked at the clock on the mantelpiece. It was 
a quarter to four. He lit a cigarette ; i>ot on a pair of gloves. 

carefully Wiping ^e electric li^f switch and doorX 
handles with his handke^ief, began systematically to search 
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th» flat. Tlw seaiicb was not soocossfol. If Do fltenit Inwf 
po^eio or documents that mattered he i«qpt tbmn fa’tauM 
otfier pdace. < 

CaUae^ came back to the dedc. He stood lookini; 4oim 
the dead man, wondeii^ exactly what had bMpmued in 
the aparbnmt that evening. Callaghan thou^t fie could 
make three guesses ; that one of them would be righti & 
took the dgarette out of his mouth ; fliiq)ed the ash into his 
rjg^t^iand jacket pocket. 

Somebody had been very tough with Sirac. Callaghan 
looked round for a possible weapon. In the grate were two. 
brass dogs. Callaghan picked them up in his gloved hands, 
held them under the light, examined them carduUy. He 
grinned. They were too clean. They had both been recently 
polidied. In^a room where everj^ing was dusty, their 
brightness was suspicious. 

Callaghan put the dogs back in the grate. He stood in 
front exit smo^mg. Out of comer of his eye, protruding 
from under the edge of the blotter nearest to him, he could see 
a tiny piece of paper. Callaghan moved over to the desk and; 
holdmg the blotter in position with one finger, gently drew 
out the sheet of notepaper. He stood reading it, wondering 
why someone had been careful to remove the fost page of the 
letter, ^ 

I 

" . . , . Tie idea of my having the Coronet is I think a ^ood 
one. It would be a lesson for Arthur, and one that he nddy 
deserves. I am going to think about this. I shall make up my- 
mind—thfU is if it is not already made up — because I think that 
if I do this I nitty at least put myself in a better position to 
n^Cftiate something that is fairly satisfactory. 

I look forward to seeing you again soon, my dear, 

, All my love, 

t . Paula:’ 

? • 

Callaghan dropped a little quire ash into his right hand, coat 
pocket. He thought that this was^a Wxy intermafpg note. 
He read it a ^ond time,,stdod smiling at it. He looked 
almost roninisc^t. 

He thought that it was quite obvious that whoever had 
IdSed De Sirac had left the meet of notepap^—a portion of x 
longer letter>-4e be found, unless ... ' ’ [ . 
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’'4jtet 'ibe k[^ had boea tmcitton by hjs ctteaci, Hn. Bnna 
Dnotys, to l/o Sine I That mig^ bo 90< in objdt ciiso um 
ol im ward ** dear ’* would seem to iadinto tbit riid» a* ‘ 
wdlulnim bod been frien% with the dead OHM* < 

Cattaghan folded the sheet of notepaper^ pat.it into bfs . 
podeet. On the other side of the room, fixed agai^ the waB, 
was a small carved bookcase. Callaghan, thmkfag of hall a 
dozen things, moved towards it, began vago^ to read the 
thles of the books. Host of them were oooke of a serims 
’ natnre. He took one down, flipped it opm. On the flyleaf 
was written “ The property of AnGumy De Sirac" 

Callaghan squeezed out fais cigarette stnb with his gloved 
fingers, pot it into his pocket. Now he was awiiting i^|tin. 
De Sirac, he thought, was possibly not sudi a fbol, or more of 
a- fool, than one had imagined. He rmnenibwred the hand* 
writing of the anonymoos note which had informed Hkto, 
Denys that her husband was staying at the hotel at Lalriiam 
with the ugly blonde woman. The handwriting was the same 
‘ as that on the fly-leaf of the book which Cidlaghan held in his 
hand. So De Sirac had vmtten that letter. 

- For some reason De Sirac had been the instrument whidi 
had enabled Mrs. Paula Den 3 rs to begin the divorce {xoceed- 
ingg. gainst her husband. Callaghan shut the book, put it 
back in its plabe on the shelf. 

He began to wander round the flat, going from room to 
room, his restless eyes taking in everything, looking for some- 
. thing,, important or unimportant, which might indicate 
an}rthmg at all. He found nothing. Except that the {date 
was dusty, uncared for, the bed unmade, the windows dingy. 
He went back to the sitting room, stood in the domway, 
leaning against the doorpost. 

He took one more look at the recumbent figure at the desk; 
swit^^ off the light, closed the dobr softly bd^d Mm- Be 
stood in the dark desefted hallway of the mit, listening. 
There was no sound. Ca l la ghan opened the front door, dosed 
.it wary gwtly behind him, walked gingeriy down t^ atAina, 
Jnst gji&jk the enVande he looked up and*down the street. 

' There was no tae about. He^stepped oq^ into the darit 
street, turned down a side turning, began to wdk in the 
^direction <d Bmkel^ Square. ^ 

^ r pie September sunshine came thmugh the , cutttins, 
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, iQM^tmg tlie floor of Od fa i g lwm ’s UfS^mu^^rp^alii^ 
dtfilpig up in bed. a tray ^ tea and toast tMvdied |«Gc^^ 

OB bis kmes, thought about De ^rac. Hie wondoed vfbeOket 
■ the^a was some woman who came to dean the flat. <»* if hot, 
jhst how 1(^ the murder would be undisoovered. Cd^[[liaa 
. was not qojtte oertam at the punneirt whethw he wodd 
time lapse or not. * 

The Meidione by his bedtide jangled Effie Th!OiBpsaa'*s 
vcdoe came throoi^ hom the office bdow. She said : 

'* hbr. Callaghan, a lady is on the line. She whitto to sprak 
to you personally. I don't know udio it is, and die dem't '' 
sem very keen on giving her name.” 

Callafflan said: “You wouldn’t recognise the voice, I 
siqipose?” 

“ I hav«i’t drought about it," she rallied. 

Callaghan said: “You're a wise gM, Effie. Put her 
through." 

Thm was a pause. Someone said : “ Good-morning, Mr. 
Callahan.** 

Callaghan said : “ Good-morning. That would be Irana, ‘ ' 
I think.” 

She said : “ Yes, you're quite ri^t as usual. ...” Her’ 
voice was cod, pleasant. 

Callaghan said : “ You’re not quite so worried as you were 
last night ?” 

She said : “ No, I'm not worried mow, because I hope to 
talk to you some time to-day.” 

Callaghan grinned. He said : “ And that makes you fed • . 
ssifer ?” 

She said : " Yhs it does. I’ve been very unfair to you 
once or twice. I hav^’t been quite truthful. ...” 

“ You’re telling me 1” said Callaghan. “ So now you’re 
going to be truthful ?” 

Sim said : ,“ Yes . . ., please • • " 

Callaghan said : “ The truth, the whole truth and nothing 
but the trut^ ! 1 think it's a good idea, don’t you 1 What ' 
would you like to do ?” ' , • 

&e said : “ Wdl; I’m very l^y, sffid I d(m'’f thuV^want 
to be seen about-4London.” • 

CaUaghto said : “ IVhy not ? Are you afraid tiiat yoor.^ 
sigtor Paula might see you — <a who else ?” 

said : “ Please dim't be unkind. Can’t I talk to yi^ 
to4i^t smnewheie 7” ■ *'' 



, CaMaigiiaitfflaid i ** Why aotl 

fi]K to/!onie hero eveniog ?*' • 

Ste said *“ Yes, hut not too eatfyi Could I-cooie Ut .ti$ei 
o'-dock?" ' V - ;••• ■■• 

** Cataudy/* sdd Callaghan. >' 

said: "Very ur^, XlStbe thaw. Thaidc you vtiry ■ 
modi." • 

He heard the receiver didr. Be waited a jaaBaeat ; then 
he called down to his office. He said : 

££^ is Nikolk there ?" 

" He's been fa«e toi minutes, Mr. Callaghan," die said; 

Callaghan said :■ " Send him up. And I'd lUce some mMO 
tea— strong tea." 

" Very good," she said. 

Calli^han put the tray on the floor. Hdlay back, his 
hands clasped behind his head, looking at the odling. He 
thought that in any event, whether he was a good or a bad 
guesser, the Denys case must of necessity develop in the next 
twelve hours. He thought the development m^^ht be quite 
interesting. 

Nikolls came in. He asked : " Can I have a drink ? " 

■* Callaghan said : " This inoming drinkhig is going to be 
the death of you." 

_ Nikolls said^: " You oughta talk. I can remembn' the 
time when you nsta drink before breakfast." 

He w^t out of the bedroom ; returned with a bottle of 
whisky and two glasses. He poured out two shots ; luuidnl 
<»ie to Callaghan. He said ; 

" I'm not a curious guy, but it looks like a good case, h^— 
this I>en3rs case ? It's funny how things st^." 

Callaghan said : " It's very much flnmier how they end — 
sometimes." 

Nikolls said : " Who slugged that gpy ? Me — ^I'm not 
story, but somebody did^t, didn't {hey ? It wqiuldn't ^ our 
dient, would it ?" *, 

Callaghan said ; "Whynot? There was a vpry nke piece 
of oddmce there.'^ • ♦ 

NikeSs raHbd^his eyebrows. He flipped Into the atrocliair, 
produced his packet of Lucky Strikes. «• 

, &sakl: " You drm't say ?" * 

. Callaghan went on : "At some tin» or other our (^ent 
wrote a letter to somebody saying that it might be a good 
'idea* if she took the I^ys Coronet, si^gisdng that if die had 




• . CfiBbs0i^ tiiis^ tbati ' ' 

Nik<^iBailiil: loolcs to iite 19oii 

»B^ l^egiw $tde Coronet. Ever isiQto 4w 

staiti^ Wve been bearin' about people Mibo tainted lb «toil , 
it an' who did steel it. Xhi^ stole it, tbey ptd-k bade, ' 
it goesna l I tinsie it Stroks a bit.” 

Callaghan said : “ Ma 3 d>e." He opened a dgeuetta beat on 
the bedside table, took a dgaiette, lit it. He said : ” j&i. 
Deii^ started*a divorce action aga^t her hmband becai^ 
she received an anonymous letter telling her that h^ husband 
had been sta^g at that hotel at Laldiaro with a blonde*-an 
ugly w<anan.” 

' Kikdls said: “The ugly dame being De Ixmgnes;. 

?" •■; 

CaHa^iaa said : "Why not? But that's iroi die intnest-^ 
ing droia. De Sirac wrote that note.” 


NikoSs said: “For cryin' out loud I What is tUs? 
What's gdn’ on around here ?” , •" 

Callafflian said : “ I've seen the note. Last night I saw a 
specimen of De Sirac's handwriting on the lly-leaf of one of 
tt» books in his library. It was the same.” 

.NikoUs said : " I give up. I don't even know a thing ' 
atout thfe job." j 

Callaghan said : ” Ndther do I. But I'm grong to.” 

Hik<& drank senne whisky. He said : “ Drok, have you 
seroi De Longues ?” 

Callaghan said : . ” I saw her last night. She's one of those 
peculiarly faecinating women vbo 9re idain but have srone* - 
r thing. 'You know what I mean r 
' HikoUs sv,d : “You'ro telHn' me. I can remembw a 
homdy baby somd time in Oklahoma . .t,. 

■ Caliagban said*:, “Maybe, but it doesn’t si^ ■. 

it.” He yrent I nafi a talk With .^sieV ■ 

dhiatming, very int^Ugent. t suggestM .to her tbkt to liroro-"’ 
iroi^vbe a Bttle pigd>lieity' about toe Dtoys Ctooirot,'pe(^pto>. 

to be oi^us as to who toe ui^oWu wonfan waa^> 
who vdto Dro^ at tiro LaMi^ hotd; I «uggip$fea " 
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nHkiit &ite itow~-that is unless titj^ l^d laizn.**> .; . i < 
JSXikoHs said Yes, that's soaething. ^ ^ 

^e^'vehnmdtysstifiyet." '= V . 

Callaghan saidt "No, I don't think they whldd havK 
Do was the sort of nian who’d stay in bed half . the 
jQondi^. You saw how dusty and untidy ^ Bat was< Ifs , 
difficult to get help these days. If anjd)od]f goes in iffiese 
if 11 be this afternoon — ifth«i.’’ ' , 

NikoUs said ' " You m%ht be right. It mif^t be a long 
time before somebody even misses this guy."* 

rellaghan said ; " It might easily be a long time, hfoybe 
"we’ll do something about that.” a. 

NikoUs said- i '* " Yeah. An' what do we do about ^ 

“ C^dlaghan did not reply. He finished his whisky, Ut a he^ 
cigarette, poured himself another shot. He began to fed as 
happy as he eyer did. He asked : 

" What else did you get on the De Longues ?” 

NikoUs said : " Not much — only one thing. Maybe It's a 
big thing. The baby has dough. Real dough. Where die 
got it from 1 don't know but she’s got a lot. So she ain't 
gold diggin’ Den}'Sr-or if she is she don’t have to. Maybe die 
loves the guy. It could be. There’U always be mirades.” 

Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. *" It wouldn't have to 
be' a mirade,” he said. " Denys is an attractive man. He's 
got smnathhrg." 

".Do l atffl go on dig™’?” askM Nikidls, " Or do I lay 
.ofi? I’m sorta tired. 1 could do with a day off.vI-h6re’i|li.Y 
some bhby out near Dorking, an’ ...” 

<S!^&ghan sdd ; " She’U keep. You go on digging. We 

ipkdHslit^ “^o?%aatd. "WdUwealwi^ sorta 
an- nsnalfy it works. WeU . . . I’in on my*w^y.'' . , 

.... ontof die'flat., ■ ' 

' ' * ' , . ' 

‘ f^tUaghah, having ^nk his afteniooh'tim. «elax^.,in Isoi. 




clxair^^tvl^ the de$k« blew eir^ ' 

•ffftiwMi tlilelring tliat the odd thing abotitt hfeiSii}ottim tiNia||&>' 
are ^ot what they seem, but that often they udiat they 
seem. He pondered this. He a&rwed his mind to wander 
round a mental picthie gallery oomposed of . Arthi|r Denys, 
■hfi wife, Paula, her sister Iratm, the girl frimid Jifliettede 
Longues, and, vagudly in the background, Anthony De 
Sirac, who prdbaMy considered hunUlf tlm most elevm: 
person in the gallery, but whose devemess had done him 
little good. 

Ihere was a knock on the door. Effie Tnompscm came iA. 

She said : *' Mr. Callaghan, Mrs. Denys is hae. She said 
that if you were engaged she would go away as she has no 
appointment with you." ’ 

Callaghan took feet off the desk. He said : " Ask her 
to come in, Effie." 

He got up as Paula Denys came into the office. Callaghan, 
who had clothes sense, appreciated the quality and line of her. 
black coat and skirt, the daintiness of the frilled blouse, the 
chic of the small tailored hat. Definitely, he thought, Mrs. 
Denys was a woman to be reckoned with. . . . 

He said almost casually : " Good-aftemoon. Won’t you.. 
sit down ? What can I do for you ?" 

She sat down. She folded her gloved hands in her lap, 
looked at Callaghan silently for a moment. Her eyes, Imge 
and lustrous, rested on his face as if she were trying to fathom 
the working of his mind. 

She said : " I wondered if you'd done anything about 
Irana. I'm very worried about her.” 

Callaghan said : c " You know, it isn't very easy for a private 
detective to find missing people. The police have a much 
better organisation. Y ou didn't consider going to them about 
it?" 


She said : " No. ' There are reasons udiy that nught not 
have been politic. I think you knowwhat they are. Besides, 
I’d hoped you would have been able to do something. You' 
said you would. Perhaps you^only said that. Perhaps you 
didn't mean it.” ,/ c , L 

He grinned at her amiably. He said : " So you'yeooipe 
to the conclusiod^at I'm a ^rson who says things that Ike 
doesn't mean. You’ve found that out alieimy ?” '' 

She nodded slowly. '* I think you're quite nnscrupi:^ 0 us," '' 
she said, " Unsoupulous in your own peculiar way, 1 mean. '■ 



^ dcwi’t !^fah I'ye earn tnei anyww ^nit^ Cte* \ 

ddeao'tqiifteJbibwwby^Qetineits}^^^dl:'*^ v- ‘Ir 

Callaghan’s* > 1 ^ becaiae broader^rttlinost inpslanL 'M 
can tell you vmy,’* l^e said. ” You Wven’t npucii 'oooico, 
have you ? , If you don’t trust me— whether Fm uniscsrupulous^ 
or not — ^what can you do ?•’ 

She nodded again. " I undersliand that/^f ^e s^. So 
you only said lhat about tr 3 ring tu.iihd Irana — ^you didn't 
re^y mean it ?" 

Csdlag^an said : " I meant it alright. I have not 
^anything about Iiuss Faveley bemuse, candidly, I’ve 
been a little busy, but I’ll do something soon. In the 
meantime I don’t think you ought to worry about her a 
great deal.” 

She add : “ No ? Why not ?” • 

Callaghan said : ” Surely your sister is a woman who can 
look, after hersblf. I imagine she’s got into difficult situations 
before. 1 should also think that she'd got %at of most of 
them. Irana’s nobody’s fool.” 

. • She said : ” That point doesn’t interest me. I’m very fond 
of Irana— too fond perhaps. I’m terribly worried about her. 
.X.don't like her disappearing at a time like this. There must 
be a reason. Perhaps it's not awery happy one." 

CalJ ^han shrugged his shoulders. He said : “ 1 can think 
pf a reason why Miss Faveley might have wanted to disappear. 
It's quite on the cards that she saw the assessors' notice in 
The Times. Well, if she returned the Coronet it would be" 
qbyious to her that someone else had stolen it.” 

She said : " Why obvious ?” 

Callaghan said : " Why not ? We know that De Sirac had 
.the key of the house and the combination of the safe. She 
would naturally think that he'd stolen it. %e wouldn’t like 
that. You see, De Sirac’s attitude might easily be that the 
Coronet had never been returned. Possibly that would be 
his story, and he’d stick to*it. He might still be Sble to do a 
.little blackmail.” 

. Sh% said : ” Would he ? Does he thipjc vxf ^ter has 
siifficiei^tnoney to be ad^uately blackmailed ?” 

' ".I v^uldn’t know,” said CaUashan. " I d^’t know how 
intMb Uiouey she’s got. But She nad enough money to give 
' a thousand pounds. You don’t give away your last 
thousand, do you ?” 

^e-sighed. ^e said : ” Irana could do anything. So you 
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think i^e's Udine adoaewheitc becvttMi din's 'alirsU sl.t^ 
Sitae?" , » / ' 

rniiaghat^ jMid ; " I HdUc it 8 pMabfe. AiwtiMr tiiioe is 
she might possibly think tloi bera yon and I bdieva 
. J^e’d never returned the Girtww*t." CaQaghangtionedagsin. 

'* Pethaps she didn't/* he said. 

" That isn't tnfe/' she saU indignantly. " Irana isn't aliar. 
She intended to tetotn that Cor<met, and I know she did h." 

" All right/' sdd Callaghan. “ You know she did it i And 
she's disai^teared and you're worried about her. I've got to 
try to find her. I'll get round to it quite soon." ' 

She said : " Mr. Callaghani you're a strange person, aren't 
you ? Do you take a del^ht in tormenting people ? Do you 
litig being rude. Does it make you feel powerful or something 
like that ?*' *■ 

Cdlaghan lit a cigarette. He said airily : " Mrs. Denys, 

I assure you I'm not an introspective person. I never ton* 
sider those points. And people usually manage to do their 
own tormenting without much assistance from me." He 
smiled at her. “ I must admit I occasionally allow myself 
the privilege of adding a little fuel to the fiie. But about ^ 
Irana, perhaps I haven't worried as mudi as I ought to about' 
your sister because I've got an idea that she'll turn up like the 
proverbial bad penny." ^ •* 

She said : " I don't like the way you talk about my rister, 
Mr. Callaghan.” 

Callaghan said : "All right. Well, what are yon going to 
do about it ?” 

She got up. §he said : " I don’t think I’m going to do any 
good by talking to you. I'd hoped you’d do something about 
Irana. I paid you *a retainer to do something about her. 
You’re taking advantage of a situation, aren't yob — a 
situation in wUd] you'rp in rather a favourable position?" 

Callaghan lit a cigarette. He, said : " Am 1 ? That’s 
interesting. Why am I in a favourable position ?" 

Sh» said,: " Itou know that I had a foolish idea about 
taking the Coronet away from Mayfield Pl^. I ^dfi't do 
it, but you knoV I had the idea. You knpV that Mona did, 
it. You knowkthat riie allowed herself to be assisted by this 
man De' Sirac. You know that the Coronet's disappeamd 
again. Well, it might easily be that you could mak^ all of us 
•appear in rather an odd light if you wanted to, if there wem 
an investigation." , . * 



ciovsir noov 




■CatiaghiMiMMi '''DMk'tyo«lM)i^4K>l^ 

Tl£e2ie'ir 1>e aq iavestigatioo. Sard; yea don’t tiMi^ dt 
iaaonuiGe eomiiany is fote to pay over sevenlf tibmsand 
poonds witiioat&idiiiv out samstiiing about it ?” SEs Sitifled^ 
” If toe ^be and C^nsd^tol^^ew the iaets about this 
Coronet, I wonder what th^d really think, 1 wonder what 
they'd*)." 

^ said calmly : " No one conld acense you of trying to 
h^. Ur. Callaghan." 

Callaghan said : ^ That's where you're wrong, Mrs. Denya 
Xet me tell you something. 1 rather like yai. I Bee the 
way you stand, the way you talk, the way you wear your 
dothes. I even like you when you get angry ; but I'm s^ 
not going to allow my likes or dtehkes to afl^t ^ mentality 
or the way I carry out my work. That's a thin^ decide." 

She said : *' m it seems. May I take it that'iwhen you've 
done something about Irana, when you've tried to find out 
smnething, you'll let me know ?" • 

.Caliban said : " Yes, of cour&e I shall." He went cal : 

Possibly I took my instrhetions from you a little too 
seriously. You paid me a retainer of two hundred and fifty 
^unds but you didn't pay that money primarily because 
you wanted Irana found. You paid me that money because 
you hoped I’d Qnd some way of protecting her reputation. 
You hoped I'd find some vray of keeping her out of this mess 
— a mess which becomes a little more involved each day. 
Yon may not have said so, but that's what you meant, isn't 
it ?” 


She nodded miserably. She said : " Ye^ I suppose if I 
told the truth, that is what I meant." 

" All right," said Callaghan. " You'^go home and relax. 
Drirlk a cup of tea ; go to the movies. I'll take care of things." 

She moved towards the door. She said " I wonder just 
how 5)ou’ll>take care of things. I wonder whether they'll be 
better or worse for your taking care of them." '! 

He grmned at her. He said : " Mrs. Denys, that’s one of 
the changes you ^akp when you come to an'oiganisatimi like 
.Cal^gfaem Invtongations.^’ * 

Site taid : " I wish I’d known> that in tha>^t place. I 
woultoi’t have come." 

" Wonltoi't you ?" said Callagh^* ** You hadn’t a hope. 
I told,yfia yon'd^ave to come— not because you wanted to 
bnt because it seemed to me as if your sister mna cfCated a 
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80 badly.*’ , • ».4 . 

Sbe said : " 1 wonder if yott i^t some nfli»e moi^. I 
«f«»ider if tbe stun Z gave yoti waia't enough. Is it 2” - 

Callaghan said : ” It’s osough for the momeat. When I 
want soim more I’ll ask fpr it. I expect I shall want S!snm 
more.” »• 

She said : ** I expect you will.*' Her voice was hard. 

" Possibly,” said Calkighan. ” ^d if I do " he smiled 

i^t her again — ” I shall probably get it.’» His tone diae^jed 
suddenly. It became hard— almost menacing. He said:*' 
" I suppose, Mrs. Denys, if you were asked to account for 
your movements last evening — or last night — ^you’d have ne ■ 
dificulty ? You’d be able to say just where you were— what 
you were dokig ?” 

Sbe said : ” I don’t understand you. In any event that 
has nothing to do with you.” 

Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. ” You’ve answ^ed my 
question,” he said. “ Good-aftemoon, Mrs. Dmiys.” 

He held the door op^ for ho:. She went out. 

He went back to his desk. He sat down in the chair^ 
swung it round, put his feet up on the mantlepiece. He lit* 
another cigarette. Women, he thought, were extremely 
difficult propositions. When they were b^utifnl they were 
even more difficult. A natural process, he Supposed. 

He called; "Effie!” 

' The door opened. Effie Thompson stood in the doorway. 
Callaghan did not look round. He asked casually : 

■ " Effie, how good is your memory ?” 

%e said : “1 think I’ve remembered most of the things 
you’ve wanted me to.” 

Callaghan said : “Yes. I wonder if it could be a not very 
good memory.” 

She said : “ Why hot ? Do 3 mu want me. to .forget 
something ?” ' 

Call^hmi asked : “ Could you ?” He looked at her over 
his ^offideV. was smiling. ■ “ 

Siesaid: "J daresay.” ».*•.. ^ 

Callaghan aii(jd : “ I’ve^oi a dozen pairs ef radier jsood. 
silk stockings upstairs. I think you ought to have them, Effie.^ 

I hope they’re the right size.” 

. ‘ ^^said : " Tlmt’s v&y good of you. i^t loan still fnrge^ 
anything you want me to without the^ silk stoddngs.” ' ' s. 
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-*;CaUag^^ sHid **' I'm sare'yoo - 

SBe Said a littleaddQly : " I hope I'm not <loil^i»^hod|$r 
<9se out of'theih. Mr. CaOai^iait.'' 

. Callaghan said aoioiidj^'- '*At the moraMftP^o." He ; 
wentcm: V You rememb^ that odd thing joa noticed ahont I. 
tile lady you was fibs. Pania Denys— 4he t|iin|r yon 

told'me about^that her hair had been dyed* that she wasn't 
a real brunette ?" 

She said: “ Yes, I lemember." 

" At the time," isaid Callaghan, " when she saiir ytm 
*and itiien you sent her to see me at The Cresomit fit Stiff , 
we both of us thought tiiat she was Mrs. Paula .Denys, 
didn't we?" 

She said: "Yes." 

Callaihnn said : " It was only when you tcM me about 
thd ‘dyra hair that I took the trouble to find out that tiie 
wasn’t.” 

She nodded. » 

CaU^han went on : " We’re 'going to forget all that. 
After all, the lady uho came to see us in the first place told us 
she was Mrs. Denys. We believed her. We still bdieve that. 
We don’t know anything about anybody else. Do you 
understand that, Effie ?’’ 

She«said: "Yes, I understand." She went on: "But 
don’t you think* that behaving like that might be a little 
inconvenient for somebody ?’’ 

Callahan said : " Inconvenient for whom ?’’ 

. • '■ For Mrs. Den 3 rs,’’ said Effie. She stood, leaning her 
shoulder against the doorpost, looking straight at him- 

Callaghan said : " I think it's very good dl you to worry 
so much about my clients. But it’s not hecessary." 

She said : " Very well, Mr. Callahan. It’s just as yOn 
say. The lady was Mrs. Paula Denys. I've never thought 
tite was any<me else." ' * 

** Thanks a lot,” said Callaghan. " That’s all, Efiie. » And 
don’t tiam the door as you go out, because I know you 
want to.” , • . “ 

She val white* wi^h r^e, but she closed •the door very 
qiuetfy behind ho:.* *. ««. 

. Calbgfaan threw the cigarette stub into tire firephftie, put 
hU. hands btiiind his head, looked at the ceding. lie sat ti^ 
for qmte >0 while, his feet poised ptecarioiisly <» the mantd* • 
piece, iuidng upwards. , 
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It wiLS ten minutes altet<(«Krds tliat Im dWar 

nSioe. Eflwllion^iscmwnslni^athwtjriwwi^ • t « 
Cs^UUtgfaan said : *' Effie, do ym temmbair six or Miwb 
months ago we ordered some rather special querto typing 
faper?" „ 

She nodded. *' I mneqiber," she said, " A rather good 
popm with a very odd and attractive watermark. It was 
haTO«made, X think.” 


Callagftati said : ” That's right. Have we got any ?” 

^ said : ” I think so. There's a little anyway." 
Callaghan said : " Yon might find me a ooa^ of sheets."* 
She got up, went to a store cupboard at the baidr of the 
office, came out after a minute or two. She handed two or 
three dieets of the itotepaper to Callaghan. 

She said in " Do you want something typed ?" 

CaUaghan antled at her. He said : " No thanks, Effie — 
nothing that I couldn't type m3rself.'' 

She said : " Very well. There are some letters for the 
post, ru take them.” She went out, 

Callaghan sat down at the typewriter. He inserted the 
sheet of notepaper. He typed these words : 


" Mr . ' X ' presents Ms complimatfs to the General Manager of 
the Globe and Consolidated Insurance Company. ^ 

If Oie Company are foolish enough to pay Ute claim made on 
the loss of the Denys Coronet wUhout due investigation, then the 
Company are greater fools than even Mr. ‘ X ' Mieves." 


Callaghan addressed the envelope, folded the sheet of note* 
paper, put it inside, stamped it. He put the letter in his 
pocket. He went back to his own room, sat down at the 
desk, lit another cigarette, opened the bottom drawer, took 
out the bottle of bourbon. He put the neck of the bottle in 
his mouth and took a long swig. He felt a lot better. 

h e * 

It was seven o'clock when Callaghan closed the door of his 
apartment'-behin,d him, tooli; the lift to the ground floor As 
he passed the night p<Hter's box Im said': ' 

'^Wilkie, I^may be a li^e late. I've switched one of the 
office lines through to here, and also the private line to my 
apartment. Take any messages, will you ?" 

•^O.K., Mr. Callaghan," said Wilkie. , 

Callaghan went out. He walked across the square, up 
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Hay m* Heatopped at a piUar Inix to pwt the tetter to 
tlte» Globe- and Consolidated Insoianto Coiapluiy. He* 'flu 
eeamtig a Utite as he pvt the envekqie into the tetter box. 
That, he thoni^t, wowd start something. Callaghan ooo: 
sider^ ths^ it was time that somebody started something in ■ 
the Denys case. The afiair was too nebuloos. It was hnne ' 
thact something emergedand if things did not emerge of tiiem> 
selves you gave them a littte assistance. Then soiMtftMg 
happened, and that would be good for sombody^-ii only 
Callaglum. ^ 

He walked down mto Piccadilly, waited on the pavement 
for a taxicab. When one came, he told the driver to toke him 
to Long Acre. It was half-past seven when he entered the 
block in De Sirac's apairtment whs situated. Calteghen 
went in. He waited for a little while in thejludl ; walked 
down the two passageways. He found nobody. He began 
to walk up the stairs. 

Outside the entrance to De Sirac's flat he lit a cigarette, 
rang the bell. When there was no answer h^ tapped noisily 
• on ue door. He waited a littte white ; then descended to the 
floor beneath. He walked along until he found the entrance 
to a flat in which a light was burning. 

Callaghan rang the bell. After a minute a maid opened the 
door.^ 

He 'asked : Is there a manager or a hafl-porter to this 
block ?” 

The girl said : " Yes — No. 6 on the ground floor, sir. 

^ There's no hall porter, but the manager lives there." 

Callaghan said : "Thank you.” He went down the stairs. 

The door of No. 6 was opened by a middte-aged man. 

Callaghan said ; " My* name’s Cal^han. Some time 
yesterday morning a Mr. De Sirac, who lives here, telephoned 
me. He wanted to see me urgently. I arranged to see li^ 
this afternoon. I've just managed to get vound here. I've 
rung fhe bfell at his flat and banged on the door. *The{'e isn’t 
.any answer. I’m a little bit worried about him." * 

Thp 3nan said : " Haybe he's asleep. He’s usually in during 
the day. • He’s^ooe of these people who go late at nig^t.” 
■His tone was caustic. 

. Callaghan said: “That’s as mSy be. Butllramgedonthe 
door loudly enough to wake anybody who was asleep. Wotdd 
I be troubling you a lot if I asked you to open the flat so that, 
.we.Gould see.” * 



THEY HEVSH SAY , 

Tiie mani^ said : " Wiiat's on yonr m&id ? * Do Ydu 
thinir he’s committed snicide or something ?’V ' ' r « 

Callaghan shrugged his Moulders. He sai^ : " I dffii’t 
know, but I think it's possible." 

The man said : " Very well. We’ll go up and look.” His 
toneirasj«agned. * 

He went into the flat, returned a minute lato' with a bunch 
of keys. They went up the stairs. Outside De Sirac’s &t 
the apartment manager rang the bell, tapped on the door. 
Wh«i there was no answer, he found the h^r, opened the door. 
They w«it in. 

The place smelt musty. Callaghan thought that his guess 
that no one had been in since the night before was ri^t. The 
manager switched on the light in the hallway, walked across 
to the sittingfoom, opened the door. The blinds and black- 
out curtains were drawn. The room was very ^k. 

As he switched on the light, the man said : " My God ! It 
looks as if you’re right." 

Callag^ian, standing just bdiind him, could see De Sirac's 
body. He went over. He said ; 

" Not quite right. This fellow never committed suicide. 
He’s been hit on the head with something. He’s dead." 

The manager said : " Murder, hey ? That’s going to do 
us a lot of good." .<- 

Callaghan said : " You’ll get over it. People forget very 
quickly, you know, if that’s any consolation to you." 

The other said : " Well, what do we do ?’’ 

Callaghan said : " You’d better leave it to me. There’s 
one thing only to do, isn’t there ?’’ 

He waUced across to the tdephone, picked up the receiver. 
He dialled Whitehall*i2i2. He said : 

" Is that the Information Room. My name’s Callaghan. 
I’d like to have a^ word with Detective Inspector Gringall if 
he’s in. It’^ rather important." 

He held on. A minute later Gringall’s voice came on the 
telephone... , 

Callaghan said t " Good-evening Gringall. It’s quit^ nice 
to talk to you again.” “ “ 

Gringall saidv " How are you. Slim ? ^ you’re still' at 
large?" ‘ 

CBllaghan said : " What do you mean — at large ?"' 

• ‘(Sringall said: "One of these fine days soratebody’s 
going to catch up with you." His .tone was humorous. 
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’.‘Well, I do for jwti? What's your trouble,?*' 

udlie^hM usid : " It'a not my trouMo. It's yount, I*^ 
lt)eea doing a little business with a fellow called Da Sirac. He 
lives at 267a Long Acre~-u flat on the tldrd floor. I'm ^peafc-. 
inghromthficenow. Iwassuf^po^toseehimthisaftmtiooa. 
It was something which he considered inmortant, so I know 
he'd be here. I couldn't get ai^ re|dy so 1 §ot the apartment 
manager to open the door. He's dead. Somebody killed 
him." 

Oringall said ; "1 see. You weren't expectiug that he was 
going to be killed or anything like that, were you ?" 

Omaghan said : " No. Why should I be ? I know very 
little arout him." 

Gringall said : " Were you awfully surprised to find that 
you got no reply ? Mightn't he have been out^" 

CaUaghan said : " No. He wanted to see me particularly. 
He was in a jam. I was pretty certain that he would be 
waiting for me. That’s why I was a little worried.” . 

. Gringall said airily : " So you're worried. That's a nice 
‘change, isn’t it ?" 

. Callaghan replied : " Well, not exactly worried. Shall we 
say a little pertmbed. After all. I don't like finding dead 
bodies, you know." 

Gringall said \ " I'm surprised to hear that anything con- 
cerns you. All right. I’ll send a waggon round. Wifi 
wait there ?” 

Callaghan said : " I'd rather not if you don't mind. I've 
•a yfery busy evening in front of me. Lots of important things, 
to attend to. The apartment manager's here. He'll wait." 

Gringall said : “All right. Oh, by tb,e way, do you think 
you might look in some time to-morrow. I'd like to have a 
little with you about this De Sirac. You might be able 
to help us. You'd want to do that, wpuldn't you ?” 

Callaghan said sarcastically : " You know I've Always been 
a great help to you, Gringall. I don't know what you'd have 
’done without me." « • 

Grifigallsaid : "AH right. Well, you be 8 little more hdp. 
You wwdn't forget to come in to-morrow, wdald you ?" 

" How could I ?" said CaUaghan. " I'm Icukmg forward 
to. seeing you. I'U come in the afternoon. Perhaps you'U 
give me a cup of tea. WeU, so long, GringaU.” He hung iq>, 

. The apariment vianager was standing by the door. He ' 
looked unhappy. •Callaghan said : 
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Outside inXong Mte, he iralM Wi^cfy iu the d|MK)!tia4 w 
PiccadQly. He fttmed into ABMuaiJe Stveet, teeat inM TlMi 
Sttver Tmea her. He etdbred a lai!g!e whid^ afid soda. He 
dxaok it skMidy. 

Sew^tf^ had got to happen now. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 

MOKEY EROM HOME 

It was ei|^t o^dock when Callaghan wan shown into Denys' 
sitting-room at The Savoy. He said : 

'* Sony I couldn’t telephone before. I've had rather a 
bu^ day.” 

Denys said : " That's all right. You're here— that's the 
great thing. Have a drink ?” 

Callaghan said : ” Thanks.” * 

Denys poured out two stiff whiskies and sodias. He brougiit 
one to Callaghan ; offered him a silv^ cigarette box. 

He eaid : ” You know. I’ve been thmkmg about you. I 
doil'4 think you’re a bad detective at all.” 

Callaghan sai<} : ‘ ' Having regard to the fact that you don’t 
like private detectives, that’s a compliment But why don't 
you thmk I'm bad J* 

Denys said : ” I've always regarded them as an unintdli- 
gent dass.” He/»nied his own drink back to t]^ fire{>lace ; 
stood looking at Callaghan, smi^. "But I llon't. think 
yon'wfnnintdHgent” 

Calla^iaA drank a little whisky. He said: "No? Why?” 

Denys dirugged bis dioulders. " I think you di(| the right 
Hung,” he said,*" to come to me and tdl me*that it ,was my 
wife who TCHtoved the Coronet from Mayfield Place. Of 
oouise ;^oo could have gone to the assessors and told tietu. 
^fbat wouldn't have be^ very nice for her, would it ?” 

Caflaghan said : " Are you wottying abcsit that ? * Doyoi} 
mind wlwther it’s nice or not for bw ?, After all, she's in the' 
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Kt tisw fd» iiMtc|b^»«f‘* , .1S1555 pSf*‘ *' 
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ipsvMsmvOV&k Y6U C8A MHap<#,ro 4.M«M<^ JBK? fWU% IfViM 4«#Mi^ 
i,(QiQr o^enf;, if vliat you ^y is tnie, iiutt*B pat hmaM iA « 
"fary oM tmtioa*— the posinim of . . . IMS , . « ulmoit A 
«oiBtiion uiief. And that isn't veiy nke sonMsIt ' ' 
said CaUa^. '* It isn't i«ry inol, Sn l^'s 
isliat is wonyinjg you ?" *<fK 

XkitmdmiksoiiM'adiis^. He said: ''Holbiag'sWtfcyjlD^ 
4Re. • vm not the wrying type. Soidy you've guessed uiat. 
Ifehiier ate yo*}'" 

Cailai^an said: ''Qnite~yM just don't want a scandal?'' 
" l^pt/' said Denys, " That's just it. Pdon't want a 


Callaghan nodded. "I can understand that/' he said. 
" But we situatum'is a little bit odd, isn't iti" 

Deh 5 n lit a dgaiette. He smoked silently for a momedt ; 
then he said : 

" I don't think so. So far as I am concerned, the Coronet 
was stolen frcnn Mayfield. It ^ msured, and ^ premiums 
have been paid for years. I've pnt a claim in on the insurance 
company. Yo^ come to me and tell me that it was stolen by 
my own wife, but I've only got your word for that, and yon 
don't suggest I'm going to do anything about it, do you ?'' 

Callagheo said : " Yes, 1 do. There's one little thh^ that 
you ought to do about it." ^ 

Denys smiled. He said : "I think I knqgv what's obming. 
Wdl, what's the little thong ?" * 

Callaghan said : " If I went to the assessors till’d certainly 
conclude that | was eligible for that reward of a ^oosand 
pounds. J[hey oflered that sum for infoijnation leading to 
the rscovlly of the Coron^.” ' • 

Denys walked across the room to a bureau. He o()ened a 
dmwer. He came back with a packet of banknotes. He 
said^ "If you coi^t those you'll find tiiere are a thousand 
pou:^ds were. * f jdunk ttiat'll straighten thixj|!s upinatty well 
between you and me." • » • 

. Cnllaghan said : " More or less." He put the iidites in his - 
po(^. Hewenton: " I take it that I'm supposed to fotget 
,what hds happened ?” 

' 'Drays saui ; " I don't know wfaat'l happened so far as 
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' yoti'te oHicenied. You haven't told loe yet/* ^b MnUeid- 
ainibably at Callaghan. ,» ' * [ 

" I told you inost of the story at The Chonm de Lmca, 
aaid Callai^um. " But perhaps you weren't listnaing ?" 

'* I was listening/' said Denys with a little sniiile» " but 1 
waai't taldng in all the implications. Candidly, jl was a li^tie 
preoccupied. I \<hs concerned with one or two other little 
things. And, if you remember, I was interrupted. I bad to 
take a telephone call. Perhaps you’d like to toQ me the story 
again. Just so that you and I wouldn't <make any mistakes 
about it at any future time." 

Callaghan grinned. He said : " Well, briefly, the story is 
this. I was, as 1 told you, on holiday in the country. I was 
staying at a place called The Crescent & Star. Mrs. Denys 
got into toudx*with my office. She wanted to see me urgently. 

I don't know where she got my name from, but she must have 
heard it somewhere. To cut a long story short, she came 
down the same<evening. She told me what had happened.” 

Den 3 ra said : " Actually what did happen ? This ou^t to 
be very interesting.” 

Callaghan said : " It seems that she asked you to let her 
have a divorce and you wouldn't agree. She ffidn't like that 
so ^ planned to leave and take the Coronet. For some 
reason or other the idea of actually stealing it herself didn't 
seem to please her so she employed a man wliom she knew to 
steal it for her. She must have thought he was an awful fool. 
Naturally,” Callaghan went on, ” once he got it, he intended 
to hold her up on a little blackmail. So she was in a jam. 
That's why she c^e to me. You know the rest of the story. 

I got the Coronet baejr from De Sirac. I gave it to her, and 
that's that.” 

Denys said : " It seems to me that the situation is quite 
in order. She ha$ the (^ronet. She’s either going to keep 
it and do nothing about it, or isba's going to try to get 
rid of It. If she gets rid of it the police soon find out 
about it." * fc 

Callaghan asked : “ And what about ^e^ insurance Ciom- 
pany ? Suppe^g they pay in the bieantimer They’re got 
to pay this claim, haven’t they— sometime dr other ?” 

Denys kaid : " Thme's no reason why they shouldn’t pay. ■ 
So ^ as I'm concerned the Coronet's been stolen. I haven't 
got it. I'm entitled to the money. If they pay it I shall take . 
it. Inddentally^^that might not be a bad thing for you.” ■ ' 
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Denys said : '* Tbete might be a hjttle more mosMiv in it 
for you. That thousand,"— he smiled soddenfy— ' might ba 
oonsideied'a pa 3 maent <» account. If the insm^ee company 
pay up — and they will pay up because they've got to— thse’H 
be another thousand." * 


Callaghan said : "Aren’t you trusting me rather a lot*?" 

Denys shrugged his shoulders. " Am 1 ? " he asked. " I 
don't think so. Supposing you work out that angle for 
yourself.’' 

Callaghan rubbed his ear reflectively. He said : ’’ I see 
what you mean. In taldng this thousand from you I am in 
fact making myself an accessory more or less to whatever has 
OT has not happened." * 

Denys grinned. He said : " 'That’s how it looks to me. 
Does that suit you ?” 

Callaghan said : “ Why not ? A thousand's a thousand 
I’ve got a bad memory. 1 don’t know an}rthing about the 
Coronet." 


Denys said : " I thought you were intelligent. Shall we 
have another drink ?’’ 


Callaghan said : "I think that, would be a very good idea." 

Dtnys busied himself with the drinks. Callaghan lit a 
' fresh cigarette. He said ; " I saw Miss de Longues home last 
night. She’s a very charming person. I hke her a lot." 

Denys handed Cdl^han his glass. He said : ’’ I’m glad 
of that. She's amusing. I expect you found something to 
talk about." , 


Callaghan said casually : “ Yes — ^w* found something to 
talk about. We talked about the hotel at Lalcham and the 


private detectives who went down there looking for evidence 
and one or two other things. • . . ” , , 

" I* see,’*’ said Denys. I suppose I'd be wry*curk>us if I 
asked what the ' other things ' were ?" •• 

" No," said Callaghan, “ you wouldn't b^ • Anyhow, 
youTe entitled tp know.” • • 

. Denys smiled. . He said : " I think thdt's very nice of 
you." His tone was slightly caustic. * • 

. Callaghan went on : " We talked about an anonyihous note 
.that somebody sent to Mrs. Denys. The note that told 
.you were stajdng at the hotel at Lrdeham with Miss de Longu^ 
It’s^med to me bhat if she wanted her name kept out of this 
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l>enys Mid : " Yott'te « ttoa^ x^^eiiddng baMMtd, ip||iink 
you? • 

Mid i ” i i»ba]dA*t naow, Yw nevM muq* 1iP< 
agidilst iMsriSiibnfyet I've wwted to otM at." 

writer o{ tine anonymous note i$ to fri: «ttay 
tririi IJGss de Longoea^you thmk he miglit see satiKH idt^ings 
tli«e?" , 

'* Not now/' said Callaghan. “ I said I was hxddnd 
him. I told her that. V^n I take care of something I'm 


take care of something I'm 


fearfoUy consdentious.’' He grinned at Denys. 

DenMsaid : " I feel that Imss de Longaes is safe in your 
hands.*' 


You'd be uarprised.” said Callaghan. He handed his 
glass to Denys. ’’^1 think one for the road." he said. " To 
seal the bargain— don't 3 rou ?" ' 

Denys filled the glasses. 

They had one fco' the road. 


At nine o’clock Callaghan went into the tube statwn at 
<^peea Park, found an empty triephone box. He ht a cigarette, 
di^Ued a number. He waited, leaning against the side of the 
booth, the cigarette suspended from the comer oi his mouth. 
His expresrion was placid. 

Juliette de Longues' voice came over the luie. It was soft, 
almost caressing, Cal]a(^ian thought. 

He said : " Good-evenmg, Miss de Longues, I am sorry to 
wony you at such short notice but I think yon and I oug^t to 
have a little talk.. Would you like that ?*' 

There war a pause, said : /' D it vmy important ? I 
ms going out to dinner.” 

C^Uaghw said : ” You can dine out svsry night, but you 
can’t always talk«to me I If«l were you I'd cancel the dinner 
aii^ointment. Ptake it you were diding wim Mr. Denys ?” 

He heard h» laugh sof^. She said : *' But how did you 
know? *But 1 forgot— Itf. CaBaghan knows ever3^tbjng, 
doesn't he ?” 

Callaghan said : "Not qtdte evoythi^* Realfy 1 doubt, 
whetiymlANowimythhigataU. Let's say rm a good guesser." 



tbt W»({:tioi(| of Jtiilbtto BE* 

, ^|MM«%^l«oktdenng4i^ 

^ !iiw,4ie Longnoo avoitni bim at her ,%!«*» 0at 

m « toilette that ^ae quite ravishiug^ ^ trote • iotog 
aauietlsyut velvet hooseooat, caught down tht Inattt vrigroste 
or two antique ^ver da^. Ilie coat was nwtd:^ hQr her 
’ velvet sandals. She looked very . attractiv«i CaHagfasw 
thou^^ct. ^ 

She Said: “Fiivtof aU, Ithinkyonshonldliaveawlttsky 
. and soda. ICr. Cdlaghait. Yon like that, don’t yon ?“ 

Callaghan grtened. He said: '*Ves, it hdps me to 
think.*^ 

She poured out the drink. She smiled at hint. She sdid : 
Or do you mean it hd^ you to guess T* 

He shnigged his diomders. ” Does it matteu ?“ he asked. 
“ So long as the guess comes pli ?" 

“ And Mr. Callaghan's guemes usually do come o£( ?" rite 
qoerkd. She tianded him the glass. 

• Callaghan said : " You'd be surprised. Anjdiow. X taou't 
waste arty words. I'm very sony about havin^^ ask you to 

. caned your dinner appointment, but I thonght thu was 
. urgent. I hope you'll agree." 

^seid: " 1 wonder vhat could happen jto me that would 
he urgent." ^ was smiling. ^ 

She sat down on a brocadeKsovered setto. She vras qUite 
relaxed. CaUaghan thought it would twe a great deal to 
scare Juliette. 

He^saidL; " There's on]y one thing that could be urgent. 
You know wha^ that is. 'Ihars this fellow who wihte the 
■ anon 3 naoUs note to Mrs. Denys. You remmaiier w^ I 
talked to you ^qre, I suggested that be mi^ tdb this 
,opportnmty tiftryandnniweralittleinoBejrontof yon. He 
was certain to see something about the Denys Coraitet in toe 

• riewspapers. We agreed he'd he o»i a ^>od widhet Wb 
agreed that you wouldn't want that. Do yon mmetober li" 

. 9ie ^d: "I remember, Ur. CaHag^ti. I ahnys 
’ inemW vtoat I do."> She reached ont wito )oag> httvi^ 
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jewelled' fisgets ; took a eigaiette from a box'oa * neeuril^ 
taWe. ‘ ♦ 

Callaghan walked across and lit it for her. He stood looking 
down at her. He said: ‘‘1 wondo'howdeverawoaaanyoa 
‘are.” • 

She smjled up at him, looked at him throng half-dojMd 
lids. She said: <** I don't know. P^haps you could tell me. 
I think you’re a very clevo: man." 

Callaghan said : " We‘11 see how clever we both are. The 
point is this : I’m telling you something that perhaps I ou^t 
not to teU you. I’m going to tell it to you because I tlmik 
you’re a very clever woman and because I think you know 
on which side your bread’s buttered." 

She said : ’’ How interesting. Do tell me, Mr. Calla^^an, 
on which sidewny bread is buttered." 

Callaghan went back to his chair. He picked up his glass, 
drank a little whisky. He said ; " You’re in love with Denys, 
aren’t you ? You’ve got to be. I don’t think he’s got an 
awful lot of money but you’ve got some, so you’re not in love 
with him for an 3 dhing you can get. Perhaps, Miss de Longues 
wants to stabilise herself. Perhaps she feels she’d like to be 
mistress of Mayfidd Place.’’ He smiled at her. He went on : 
'* I don’t think it would be a good idea at all." 

She raised her eyebrows. She said : " No ? Would you 
like to tell me why ?’’ 

Callaghan said : ’’ Certainly. I'm not worrying any more 
about our boy friend — the one who wrote the anonymous 
note— makii^ things difficult for you. He won’t make things 
tough for anybody — ^not any more." 

Her eyes widened. ^ She said : " Meaning exactly what ?’’ 

Callaghan said casually : " Meaning somebody ^ed him 
last night. He’s been murdered. I tliink the police found 
out something about it late this afternoon.” 

She said ; " I see . . . ’’ 

Thera was a long silence. Callaghan said : " It was quite 
dever of nje to arnie and see you, wasn’t it ?’’ 

She said: " I think it was-very clever, j’ She got up ; stood 
by the firq>lace,'one hand on the mantelpiece', One sliin,velvet- 
s&kI foot ouaf^e fender. fShc said: "Does anybody else 
know about this — death ?” 

Callaghan said: "You mean does Denys know?" He 
shook bis bead. " I haven’t told him," he said. " I haven’t 
told anybody. I found out myself by accident.’’ 



*;€iaiaa|^bf^»^ ^iy. fii s^d : '* I w s ’ 

I 0190^1 ii’ivoiw be a good tbix^ to 4u>i4rCiR^ 

doiag aw^^iing at aJU. . I tho^t it «iMi|d be a.goed 
tli^ to gim miQ a warning io lay (m jginir-nbt to idart!iaa^ 
t^g. 1 n^t roond there knocpng at ^ eow^'t . 

g^ in. 1 ibtkd die oj^ed. I$e waistdtesd. He iocdeed 
as if he*d be(» dead scHoe time." 

: SheaaiGed: " How long is sonne time l" 

. Cailaghasi said; • "Tm not a medicai eoqiett. -1 wdhldb't 
bnow " He smiled at ho*. He said : " 1 sbo^ tbhitifhe'd 
been dead for snch a long time that it might hei difficnjit 
to vrork out the exact time of his death. It is scjmetimes, vmi . 
know." " ; 

She said : " 1 thought they could alwaysot^ tibe exact 
time.” 

Callaghan shook his head. " Only in detective bodlai" he 
said. ” In detective books they' can alwaysgtell you he^died 
at aev&i minutes past eleven. In this case I think they’ll 
have to make a guess.", , 

She looked at hini. Callaghan thought that he'd been 
' right in asse^ing Julmtte de Longues as possesong a irst- 
class nerve. She smiled a little. She said .* 

"J[ think it's very good of you to take so mui^ ti^odbk 
about me, Mr.XJaUaghan. I'm very grateful .to yOu.” 

Callaghan said : • With us the customer always comes 

first." He grini^. He went on : " Now ghall we be 
constructive ?" 

She wmit back to her seat. She sat down. She fdded her 
hands in her lap, looked at him smilingly. * She said : 

" Yes. That would be very nice. Let's Im constructive." 

Callaghan said ; " The omy thing that you've got to be 
^aid of in this business is a matter of unwanted publicity, 
isn't, it 2" He looked^ at her mi$chkvous|y. He was 
grinning. He said : " .^nyvray, that's our story. thhag 
that you’ve been afraid of is that this man l^^^iiae,, who 
know that you were staying at the hote^ at ifal^am .ud^ 
Denjs, *nught InaSe that fact public. Wall, we kndw now. 
thatne won’t, bbt we dcm’t know that be hag^’t ahteady .done 
something about it.” • 

She said quickly : " Exactly what do you mean by that 
Callaghan said: " People who write anonymous.notes^il^fm 
‘oontinue with the process. .He might have wnttist to siuiDte* 
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5 . ate «ail.t<4d timb^ Tt^ mt ^ 
agiihatyaah(St^^ii«l^m»hlSi^ 
pBffpit to koM ran «tu^ ivt tal^am wth Xkf^ 
l^t wtt» aatoiBL you 1» Itwi^ liii^ 

llie dever ihiivi; for you to do vouU be tUls : ToamilaK 
pBbiicly ^ i$ necessary thal: yoa Mi stay at IjakilWBit 


Sheadsed*. '''Whatdoy<mxneaBby'admittiiigas;paf>licl^ 
as is necessary '?*' 

Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. " 1hsi«*a gahig hi he 
an ilMid lot of trouble.’* he said. There*# going to be d lot 
of trouble about diis murder. All sorts of tfaitip are goiilg 
vto be turned up if somebod^the itumance pMide or the 
police, or anjdjody else-'-possIbly smne friend m Be Shuc'sr- 
thought that 3 h>u 'were still ahaid of this infonnution being 
knosm. They might do something about it, but if they knear 
you didn't care, you’d be kicking me ground from und^r tireir 
feet, wouldn't you ?" 

She smd : ** Yes, 1 think that's logical.” 

"And,” Callaghan went on, "there's another thing. I 
don’t want to frighten you, but I dcm't quite like the idea of 
this Be Sirac business. You see, if you wanted that Laldiam 
business kept quiet ; if you realfy wanted it kept qutet, you’d 
have a motive for wanting De Sirac out of the way — ^woul^’t 
you ? Remember he'd already sent an anoifymous note to < 
Paula Benys saying in effect that you’d*stayed with Benys at 
Inldiain. You see what I mean . . . 


She nodded. She said : " Of course the idea is quite 
ridiculous — ^to me. that is. But it might not be so ridiculous 
to others. I see wh^ you mean. Well— what can 1 do ?” 

Callajg^ian said : ” Supposii^ you were to write me a letter ; 
supposing you were to admit in that letter that yon were the 
peuson who stayed at the hotel at Laleham with Ben]^ ; you 
know perfec^y wed tiiat the only tme 1 should that 

letter ipould be on an occasion when it was neoesiMuy. It 
might nev^^be necessary, but it would at least prove to the 
satisfaction of anyone wno was entitled .to know that <you 
didn't mind admitting this fact.” * ' * * ^ 

She said : | see. Audesupposiag 1 did* thait, what's die ' 

next step?” 

Callaghan s«d : You're not going to like the next st^ a 
bit.” He stubbed out his cig«rett(!*ii the ai^itray, Ufa fresh . 
o^. 
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"‘t "Poadif my it is tbat 1 trust you, Y«i^ so «xt»h^ 
npKiy povoSt aren't jmn ?" ' 

^Mll8#im^«iH; “ r<M» teen t(dd ibat bi^ciirc. /nfor^ 
tteSon tshy you trust me, you're trusting me because yuu've 
#t tn.” 

She said: "VeryweS. Let's say that I've got to. What's 
the next • 

CaH^an $^ ; " You write that letter and it yoalb a 
wise gin you're going to pack your trunks and take a |Ml4iday. 
Scotland or someutoe hke that ti)i#t be an interestmg, 
place at the moment. I think yotrd be mu^ happier 
there.” t> 


&ie said : ” I see. And what about Artour ?” 

CaUaghan shrugged his shoulders. ” You could write him 
a letter too, couldn't you ?” he said. ” You could teU*him 
that your rather foolish acUon in sta\^ with hhn at Lakham 
had created one or two sitsaations which you didn't lilm ; that 
you thought that in the circumstances it would be a good 
thing to postpone this idea of marriage.” 

She said : ” In fact you’re telling me that it would be m 
goo<V.thmg to put quite some distance between London and 
• myself ?" * 

Callaghan said : "•I'm teUmg you just that.” 

She poured a little uhisky into a glass, squirted in some 
soda. She came over to him. She said« 

" 1 don’t know why I bdieve in you, but I’m going to do 
, what you say. I'll write that letter. I rfiink I shall leave 
London to-m<xrrow. I'll write to Arthur before I go.” 9ie 
held up her glass. " Mr. Callaghan,” she said, '"here’s to 
your very good health.” 

Calli^jhari drank his whjsky. Yhey put (he glasses down. 

She smd softly : " What do you think about me ?” 

Callaghan said: " Candidly, 1 think you're ompf the most 
attfUctive women I've ever met in my life. The fact that 
you ’9 mat be&dtifm mdkes you even mme so.” 

She said : " You're vety Sweet aren't yjpu (HI knew 
you a little better 1 should Want to kiss you . . v or would 
you rather have another drink ?” 
i Cal^ghan grinned. lissaid: "IfyeudontmindrUhaaie 

a little nuue whtdey. . And then we'll compose that letter.” 

• * 
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tir«Y KEVSR 


V/\m Callaghan tamed into the apaitsufait hi 

Berkeley Square the dock above the night porter'h bokb&IS 
him it was ten>twenty-five. Wilkie, busUy engaged in read^ 
the final Star, looked op. 

Callaghan asked : " Any news, Wilkie ?” ' 

" Yes, liilr. Callaghan," said Wilkie. “ A lady's been to see 
you, I took her upstairs. She’s waiting for you. She said 
she had an appointment. 1 hope that's all i^ht." 

Callaghan said : " Ihat’s right, Wilkie." 

Going up in the lift, he lit a cigarettet He was thin lfing 
about his interview with Juliette de Longues. Ihinp were 
sometimes not very difficult, especially when they suited 
everyone. Callaghan wondered if the process could be 
repeated. 

He got out 6i the lift, walked along the passage, opened the 
door of his apartment. He crossed the haUway, went into 
the sitting-room. 

Irana was lying on the couch. Her fur coat, handbag and 
hat were on an armchair. She was wearing a dark grey 
flannel frock with blue collar and cuflEs. Her hands were 
folded behind her head. She looked very beautiful. 

Callaghan said : " I'm glad to see you've made yourself 
comfortable. Would you like a cigarette ?” 

She said : " Thank you. I'd love one." 

Callaghan threw his hat on to a chair, walked to the cigarette 
box on the mantelpiece. 

She got up. As he turned, she stood facing him. She said : 
" You know there's an awful lot between you and me, don't 
you?" 

Callaghan said’: "^No ? Not really ! Just what do you 
mean, Irana ?" 

She said : " Besides this business about the Coronet ; 
besides what you’ve done for me. \ ou know that I’m rather 
crazy about;irou, don’t you ?” ^ . 

C^aghan cocked one eyebrow. He said : "You don't 
say ?” 

She shrugged h^r shoulders. She said j ‘‘ You'r^ awfully 
tough, aren’t you ? You couldn’t e>^n believd that a person 
like myself mi^t be rather ^attracted to a man like you ?" 

Callag^han said : " Sweetie-pie, 1 can believe anything." 

She put her aims round his neck. She kissed him on the 
month. She said : " I did that in your officeaonce. Ibat was . 
because I felt rather grateful to you." . 



. 7S0U aoMff , 

Cftllag^ian Aid ; "I see. 'What's tiiis one fdr 

'She' said : %” This one is because I unsnt to." 

Calla^bun "Well, I think that's a land) better 
reason. By the way. is that what you wanted to see me 
about ?" ne grinned at her. 

$he said : No, it isn’t. BotJ wanted you to know bow 
I felt about you, knowing that you’ll probably be indined to 
trust me and believe me a little bit more than you did before.'* 

Callaghan said : " I have an invariable rule. I ailways 
trust and believe everybody. Why not ?’’ 

She said ; " Don’t you md they sometimes make a focd of 
you ?” 

Callaghan shook his head. " Why should they he said. 
" They sometimes make fools of themselves. You see I’m 
not ^ing to sell anything, except my services! I’m merely 
a private detective who spends most of his time listening to 
other people. Sometimes I come to conclusions. Sonwtimes 
I don't.’’ 

He gave her a cigarette, lit it for her. She went back to 
the settee, sat down. She said : 

" What conclusion have you come to about me. Slim ?’’ 

He said : “ I haven’t. After all, you’ve got to admit that 
I’ve believed most of the things you’ve told me, done most cd 
the things you’ve wanted me to do. 1 imagine that you’re 
■here to-ni^t because something’s happened ; because yoa 
want something else done." 

She made a little grimace. “ And wouldn’t you do some* 

. thing for me ?’’ she asked. " After I was so nice to you . . .. 
and I could be even nicer. ...” 

’* No ?’’ said Callaghan. " Not reallj^ ?” 

■ She laughed. She said softly : " Yes . . . really !’’ 

’’ All ri^t,” said Callaghan. " I’ll remember that. Now, 
what’s the trouble ? It must be something that really matters 
.this time. . Mustn’t it ? l![ow . . . what d^es m;^tter ?" 

She said : " This does ..." She got up, moved^o the 
armchair on which her fur coat lay. She put her band under* 
neatb it. When it^emerged Callaghan saw that it hdd a 
squaregvSoden box — one*he had seen before. » 

.* Hesaid: "Well, I’ll be damncd>. . . that Ccsonet again!" 

' , She laughed. She said: " There's almost a humMous dde 
to it isn’t there ?’’ 

i " Definitely," s^ Callaghan. " Tell me, how did wu get 
•it this time?" • 



/o6 rs«Y 

f lltemt t3»box d0im a*t|^ ^TlNk^ 

mi iwaa I Y«s to tda ^ ibraifcl)^ th« 

)i^ t}te ttntli. WS^ jtOY it fe : 1 didn't the CocS@ 
.h^toMa^pfiell t'en hid it «fl tiut tiioe.'* 

CaUa^dua east : " that’e all right. But whyNMa*! yp« 
take it back? Wiyfgotx>*k&tioaiji6 0 tteBaigVM 
we goifig to tidtfe it back ?“ 

$be saS eanesUjr : “ Truly, at tito tibae I tnteiaded to. 
Yoa’ll agree that it aeemed uw obvkMis thhig todo. 3^ 
uihea I oonsideied everything it seraied a st tfud iddng to do. 
0ute obviously. De Sirac would have done SijinefiiiQg auoat 
it. If Ihadil‘ta^kedyoatogoandtdlhimthatIwa$pMititii% 
it back, it would have been all right, but suddenly, after I left 
you, 1 idt certain that, knowing it was going ha^, he'd OM 
it again.” She shrugged her shoulders. ” It would have 
been awfulfy easy for him to do that,” she said. ” He had 
the key— he knew the combination.” 

Callaghan said : ” It looks as if you made fools of both 
tttyseH and De Sirac.” 

" Does it matter about De Sirac ?” she said. “ After all, 

I was afiraid of him.” 

Callahan said : “ All right. So you kept the Coronet. 
What ^ you intend to do with it ?" 

She looked serious. ” 1 didn't know what to do,” she said. 

” At first I thought I'd take it back openly. Tell Arthur 
Denys all about it ; make an open confession. Then I thou^t 
I'd give it to Paula. Then suddenly I remembered that 
Arthur had made a daim on the insurance company who were 
concerned. I bqpune frightened. 1 didn't know what to 
I don't know what t^vdo now." 

Call a ghan said ; "Fine. Soyott‘velux>u|^itb^tome. 
Does that mean that I've got to decide what's to w done ?” 

She got up. She came over to Mm. She stood dose to 
him. looking at him. She said : You think I'm an<aw^ 
little lied, ^n’t you ? Quite candidly, I fed rather a little 
heel, but .the fact that I’m b^e now ; the fact that I've 
brought the thing back to you ; surely that must orofb to 
you what 1 think of you. I know yoh'U mid'i^fme uh]M>Qt M 
this. I knoHyou’U be able to do someth&g aboi^ it.'' 

Cal l^ten took a cigarette from the box on the maatdpieoe. • 
He lit it. He said : " Irana. my sweetie-ifie, somebo^ o^ght 
: to smack your tail. And when I say. mmick X uawsn. 
SMMck/" , . ' 







t9ft be a3^ lo eto^ It^ ^ jBS 4 ii> i ^iiWI^ litfewifc, 

.SlMlQgl^at)ija|ii0mk88fy, i»Sliewia: **1|l^tte|lit'9 
f&'tte&eiit^fisii'tH? Theinsofftiwefiffapi^lri^ 
luqi i!iivi 69 t|gatibt^ is unless Anhttr wQtidbuuW 
<a«lm. If ib» wfSi^'ws the cliOtt 
isti't ^ ? Aq^ shoold he ? Sle hoftMly mSL ifaMMIN^ 
ht^ieves the Coronet's been stolen." 

Ck&wghan snid : " 1 don't see whjr yon shouldn't ttdES it 
bM^ to hitn ; ‘Why you shouldn't t^ him mhat hMpptjbibll, 
After all the insurance company aren’t g(^ to ndad nmdbu 
th^ tron’t have to pay the claim, they're not foing he 
vrony about anything dse." 

Sba said : 1 know. But look what a fearful pontfam that 

puta Baula in." • 

Cal l aghan said: "I see. So you're thixddng ab6iit 
her ?" 

Site said : " Of course. If I take the Cmonet back to 
Arthur, I've got to explain to him udiy I bad it stdm in ^ 
first place, and even I can't go back and say that X got De 
Sinwvto steal it for me." 

* Callaghan nodded. " That's right. You had it stolen for 
Paula, didn’t you ?” • 

She said : “ Yes, you believe that, don't you ?" 
lie smiled amiably. " 1 believe everything you say," be 
said. " I think this time you're telling the truth." 

Sim said slowly : " Slim, udiat are ypn i^tng to do ?" 

He looked at her. She was very close to hmi, A breath 
of the perfume she was wearing came to his nosti^. 

He said ; " This is the first thing I’m going to do." Be 
. put his hand under her d^, tilted it. He^kissejl her on the 
mouth. He said: " You’ve got something that appfMds to 
me, , 

She sailed, said : " I’m so glad. , That^e xeafiy the 
onfo tfudl; that fhaners to me." • 

* CawriiMifl aud*: " I think a drink is iadkatod. Do ym 

ever drmk whisky ?" • 

‘ ^said: "Not often. But I'd like to now." 

* He vmut to thasid!d>oaid, poured two ^kfohs, gave hm«aa» 
Htesaid: 


> me ^ TH»T kstib-i^ 9'K’rfmmmff' * 

‘ *^E*4ott't {'ttgqiRgfta 4o iiboa|[ ^ iQtfte*, 

3 rcm iu»d and the gat!epo^ 

iog » littje iavtil«edL diQij^’t ^ Isl»a]UH«ti>tUeik 

"• <MmeUing ^ mi it’ll Iwve to be good." 

She aodoed. Sbe said : " Ves, it’ll have to *1)0 a good 
■ jdaa." • * « , 

Callaghfta aaked : " 'When did you see Fshla last ?" 

She said : " I havm’t sees her. I doa't think Z want to. 
I think Paula would bowery angry with me." 

'He asked : " Is that why you disaiipeiued ? Why wm it 
neoessaiy for you to disappear ?" 

Sbe 8^ : " I was misaable and unbapi^. When I £elt 
that it wouldn’t be right for me to take the Coronet badk, I 
wanted to ctnne and you about it. Then I b^eved that 
you'd distrust *me if I did. You wouldn’t believe anytfamg I 
said. Paula’s been angry with me over this business nrom the 
first. If Arthur Denys knew the truth about it he’d loathe 
me. De Sirac has already tried to make all the trouble that 
he oould for me. Don’t you see how I felt ? I just wanted 
to get away from everybody." 

Callaghan said : " Yes. I can understand that. And thm 
suddenly you got tired of that position. You decided that 
you womd like to come back ; that you'd got to get yourself 
into drculation again sometime." , .• 

She said miserably : " Quite obviously, I couldn’t go, on 
kBq>mg the Coronet, could I ? That would have been a 
Stocking thing to do." 

Callaghan said: "Yes, wouldn't it?” He went to the 
sideboard, poured another whisky and soda. He turned; 
stood leaning against<'the sideboard, the glass in his hand, 
looking at her. He drank the whisky, put the glass down 
behind him. He said ; " Come here, Irana." 

She came over to him. 

Callaghan*8aid : " You're naay about me, aren't you ? 
You’d do anything for me." He put his arm round her. 

Sbesaidt* "Yes, Slim. l'v« told ^n that." He tilted up 
her dim and kissed her Sheiay aga^hisshonlder^lod^ 
up at him with lifhpid eyes. , «• 

Callaghan went on sarcastically : " So you were miserable 
and unm^py. You felt it wouldn’t be right for you to take 
Coronet bade. You felt everybody bated you-rPmila, 
kar what you'd <k»e ; Denys if he kniBW the truth ; and De 
Sirae because— ^wdl, De mrac didn't 'like you very mpeh 
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myyray, did' he? So yoa decided jrou wodldn't tekhitlw 
C^net bade/' 

She said softly : " I’ve tdd yon that. Slim." 

"You’re the most goddam pestiferous little liar I have' 
ever met,’* said Callaf^ian smoothly. " Go over there and 
sit^own. 'We'U have a little tallf/’ * 

She disengaged hersdf. Her face was %dien. She went 
unsteadily to the armchair ; sat down. She sat bolt ujnight 
her fingers clutching the edges of the chair. 

Callaghan said daually : " The trouble with you, sweetie- 
{ue, is that one of these fine days you’re going to double-cross 
yourself out of existence. You never intended to take tiie 
Coronet back, and you didn’t take it back. But you thought 
it would be an awfully good idea if you told me tut you were 
going to. You thought it would be an even'better idea if 
yoii got me to tdU De Sirac that you were going to take it 
back. You thought De Sirac would bdieve that. De Sirac 
would know that I would insist on your taldftg it back. Or 
would he ? I wonder if De Sirac was a little more clever than 
you thor^ht.’’ 

She said hoarsely : " I don’t know what you mean. . . . 

I don't know what you mean. 

" No ?’’ said Callagha n . " You just don't know anything, 
do ydta, Irana ? • WeU, things went rather well for De Sirac, 
didn’t they ? Arthur Denys who, according to what you’ve 
told me, seldom worries* to go and look at the Coronet, suddenly 
decided to look in the safe and found it had gone. Someone 
had stolen it 1 So he did the obvious thing. He put in a 
daim on the insurance sodety and the assessors put that 
notice in The Times. Then the fat’s in*the fire." 

Callaghan helped himself to a cigarette, lit it. He stood, 
still leaning against the sideboard, blowing smoke rings. 

He went on : "I wonder what made J>enys dedde so 
suddenly to open the safe and discover that the Soronet was 
gmie. It’s almost as if someone had given him the iip-ofi, 
isn’t it ? Don’t you think somebody might have; given him 
thefrp^)«?’’ , 

. She «sked sullenly : ’’ What do you mean?" 

" Isn’t it obvious,’’ said Callaghan. "Tbere^s ^nnebody 
in this business makes a habit of writing anonymoiu notes — 
our friend De Sirac. He wrote an anonymous note to 3 rou]; 
,8jster about a blon^ woman who was staying at an hotel at* 
Laldiam with Arthur 'Denys. That surprises you, doesn’t 
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it ? , Bat it's tme. Maybe be wrote soother no^ Azt|uar 
‘Deam suggesting that he might have a look in <he' saift aad - 
see u the Coronet was there. Or peihs^ he (S^'t write a 
-note this time. Perhaps he teleidioned. He woukhi't have 
to give his name. As a matter of lad,” said *CaBagfa8n 
airily, ” that's obviously the thing for De SJfac to have 
done.” • 

She said addly: '"Why? Why du>uld he have done 
that?” 

Callaghan said : " It's obvious, isn't it^ I go to him and 
tell him that you're going to return the Coronet ; that every* 
thing's all over ; that he's got nothing else that he can bladh- 
mail anyone about. Well, he doesn't like that, does he? 
You wouldn’t like it if you were De Sirac. So he makes sure 
of seeing that either the Coronet is returned co' somebody gets 
into trouble, and he does that very easily. Ete just rings 
through to Denys and suggests that the Coronet isn't there. 
And it wasn't I •'That's what I think happed.” 

She said : " What are you going to do V’ 

He grinned at her maliciously. " It looks to me,” he saidi 
'* as if you've got yourself into a first-class jam. Maybe I’m 
going to get you out of it. Maybe I'm not." 

She said passionately : “ Slim, you’ve got to help me. 
You've got to. Surely you feel something for pne.” ■» 

Callaghan said : ” I don’t feel a goddam thing for ypn. ' 
You’re v«y nice to look at, but I don’t think you’ve ever told 
the truth in your life.” He smiled at her. " I told you thfere 
was something about you that appealed to me. Work • 
that one out f^r yourself. There are other people as 
beautiful as you who«at least tell a little more truth than 
you do.” 

She said : ” I suppose you mean Paula. I suppose you’re 
for Paula. You li^e her.” 

" Since yen come to mention U. I do,” Callaghan said. • 

” I go dor Paida in a very big way. She’s got everything 
you’ve got •and a damn sight more.” 7 

She said : '* So* you’re going to throw me to the dogs.° Is ‘ 
that it?” • * • * • . 

He shook hist head. ” Ko, I'm not,” he said. " Ifeybe . 
rn still kSep you out of this. Maybe I won’t. It depends 
qn what happens. But take a tip from me, Irana, b^ve . 
^toself. You've already started too much.* You’ve stsrted . 
something that you probably can’t finish.” , , * ' * 
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. Sbe zdbao} & little. Her eoaile vttaiaed, 
tealicaOTsly inaolent. She said: " Aim't you maidng nt&er 
a kB of all this? What have I done? rvebeeaonkMtaaate, 
tiiat'saB. I did something, with a good oaotive. Ihadtha^ 
Coronet sMen because 1 wanted to help Paula. 1 wasn't to 
know that Qe ^rac would bdiave like he did.” • 

No ?” said Callaghan. " That’s another lie. I suppose 
you’re going to soggiest to me that you knew De Sirac only 
casudly ; that knowing him only casually you asked hkn, as 
a matto of course,*to omunit a little job of burglary for you. 

1 bet you knew De Sirac pretty well. In point of fact srtm’ve 
probably been his mistress. You tried to be clever with him 
and he won.” 

She said : ” That isn't true. ...” 

" Nuts 1” said Callaghan. He went on : But I wasn't 
thinking so much about die Coronet.” 

She asked : “ What were you thinking of ?” 

Callaghan said : '* When De Sirac saw thahassessors' notice 
in the paper he knew you hadn't returned the Conmet. He 
got in touch with you. He was going to make things pretty 
hot for you. So something had to be done about it. Some- 
thing was done about it.” 

She said : " Meaning exactly what ?” 

Callaghan shpigged his sho^ders. ” Meaning just this,” 

• he^said. “ Somebody killed De Sirac. Didn't you know ?” 

She dropped sidewflys over the atm of the chair. For a 
mcftnent Callaghan thought she had fainted. .He looked at 
. her closely. He saw one eyelid quiver. 

He stood watching her. After a while sh^moved. %e lay 
back in the armchair, her arms resting>on the sides, her eyes 
closed. Callaghan lit a fresh cigarette. Ife picked up her 
glass, poured out a small whisky and soda. He went over 
to her, gave her the drink. He said : “ You'll fed 
. better after that. You'ye got to pull *yoursdf togethw 
anyway.” ^ 

9ie took the glass. Callaghah went back to the>sideboard, 
stood leaning a^ui\;t it, smoking, watdiing her. She drank 
the wj)i^ and soda. * • 

Sh^said: "So De Sirac's dead.” Her yqlioe was hard. 

'I Who killed him ? Wlten ^ he die ?” . . 

' Callaghan taid : “ I wouldn’t know when he died and 1 
‘.i^'t Imow wh (4 killed him." He flicked the ash off Ids . 
’cigarette. Hewmton: "There are a lot of people I shoidd. 
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Hfciwi^ nfyf ^ufooM have liked tQ have kOled Ste . 

ailJbe v»8 ene of those pec^, wsum’t he ? The seit of fwMM! 
lookiei' yooog mao vl^ luoots the ntg^t d^bs and male^ 
•4^(b with aU eorts and oonditioOe of vomek ; who- does 
sorts of odd jobs to anyone who wants an .odd )dl> dam^ 
such as stealing Coronets.'' Callag^ban yawned. ''Onethhig 
about De Shac was certain," he said. " Ha was a bladC' 
mailer— and blackmailers don't concentrate just on poo 
person, you know. There must have been a lot of peoide>r4i 
lot- of women— who hated De Sirac." He wniled at her. 
" You weren't particularly fond of him, were yon ?'* 

She said : " I wasn't particularly fond oi him, but I didn't 
actually hate him. 1 merely dislilm him. 1 thought he was 
stupid and crooked." 

Callaghan said casually : " He wasn't stupid and he wasn’t 
any more crooked than you were. You'd known, De Sirac to 
some time. You were pretty friendly with him. You prob- 
ably thought you»were fond of him. It was only when got 
nasty that you found you didn’t like him. An 3 rway, he did 
you a good turn, didn't he ?" 

She opened her eyes wide. “ He did me a good turn ?” ^ 
repeated. "That’s very interesting. It would be difficult 
even for you to [wove that." 

Callaghan said: "Now you're, beginning ^o dislike-ump, 
aren't you ? And that’s not clevw. You wouldn't know, a 
good tam that De Sirac did for you, wcnfld you ?” 

She ^d shortly : " 1 don't know what you’re talking 
about." 

Callaghan said " All right. I’ll tell you. Why did you 
have to re-dye your hair brunette when you wanted to come 
down to The Crescent & Star to see me — ^when you wanted to 
pretend that you were Mrs. Paula Denys ? The reastm's 
pretty obvious, I think, Irana. You dyed your hair blonde 
when you went to "stay with Arthur Denys at the> hotel at 
X.aleham!'." 

She said hoarsely : " That’s a lie I " 

" Nuts I " said Callaghan. He grixmed ij^dously at her. 
" You went down to the hotel at Lalehhm wi& Arthiir D^ys. 
Ybn stayed w:ith him. DerSjrac wrote that note to, your 
sister in older that she should start divorce proceedings. 
But De Sirac wasn't going to give you away. Be knew,ttot 
Denys, since then, had bwn getting aiou^,with a Vroman 
cdled Juliette de Longues— 4n attracrive tot oddly plain 
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Ar&of Denys liad beea staying at <&e hOti^ set Lad^fti 
witk 831 Uonde. That was gc^ to loMfi her' nxiad bS 
yon, wE^’t it, Irana ? Ns one could ||6ssibly m' yoar 
as an blonde." 

*She saidr.^Uds is qnite ridicnlous. ^il9hy itionld De Sirac ' 
want to do that ? Why ^nld he want d> spare roe— this 
thing were true ? " 

Callaghaa said caustically : " You wouldnH know, would 
you ? I'll give ^bu a very good reason. Because you 
arrange with De Sirac to send that note to your sistor. It 
was an part of your little schme, wasn't it ? Do you radise 
you had a ve^ good motive for killing De Sirac ? In point 
of fact the police might even get the idea that you did kill him . 
That depends <» whether you've got an ahbt or not. Quite 
caCnduUy, I don't think you have." 

She said angrily : " What do you mean ? You're talldng 
the most awfid rubbish. You're saying- — *’ •• 

Callaghan said : " What I'm saying is the truth, and you 
know it." He went on : "If you're a vuse woman, Irana, 
3 mu're going to do just what I tell you. You're not going to 
argue. You’re just going td do what I say and like it. If 
you do, all right. If you don’t I’ll throw you to the dogs as 
surefas my naipe's Callaghan.” 

.She said : " What am I supposed to do ? ” 

Callaghan said : * You'd better get out of town. - Pack 
your bags and go somewhere for a holiday. Go down to the 
Chequers Iim at Wilverton in Sussex. It's a nice quiet place. 
There'll be nothing there to disturb you. You ought to have 
an interesting time thinking about tilings. 1 want you out 
of London.” 

are asked: "Why?" 

Callaghan said : " Believe it or not, rgllaghati Invest^* 
tions is working for Mrs. Paula Denys, ^e's ow client. SIw 
knows you — at least she thinks she does. She doesft't know 
what a little rotter you really are. If she did die’d probably 
hafe a ^t. And I don't think I particularly want to tdl her." 

said cynipally :* " I suppose you want to spare her 
feelings. You wouldn't do anything that ^ouM hurt her, 
.would you ?^" * • 

. Calla^um*said : " Why not ? If it was necessary I would." 
He an^ed. " How you hate Paula," he sidd. " You'Ve 
' always hated fapr, fahven't yon, In^ ? " 
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She’ said: "“That's not true." 

" Of course it’s true," said Caltoghan. " Wotdd yoU' 
me to go into my reasons iot saying that ? Would you W» 
Yne to explain fully vhat's in my mind ? Or are you prepBred 
to take my word for it ? " * 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

Callaghan went Sn: " If I were you I’d be eareful, sweetie- 
pie. Tibe ice is very thin, you know. You could fall through 
Very easily. Well, are you going to do what you’re told or 
n6t ? " * 

She nodded. She said : " I don’t see there's any 
choice." 

Callaghan said : " You don’t know how right you are." 

She got up. She said : " It's not going to be very easy for 
me to go away.^* 

Callaghan said : " No ? Why not ? A question of money, 

I suppose ? " He grinned again. " I ought to say that I 
thought you had a thousand — ^the thousand you gave me in 
the first place, that I gave back to you — ^but of course you 
haven't gbt it. 1 think I know where that thousand is." 

He put his hand in the breast pocket of his coat, brought 
out a wad of banknotes. He said : " 11118 ought to look after 
the holiday. Incidentally, it ought to look after you until 
things are more or less straighten^ out." , ■* 

She s^ abruptly : " This is very ^od of you." 

Callaghan said; "Don’t worry. That's not moiiey. 
Arthur Denys gave me that." 

She said : " My God I Are you working for him too ? 
You " 

Callaghan said airily ; " I'm Just a little busy bee. I'm 
working for everybody. Now put your coat on, Irana, and 
get out of here. I'm bored with you. To-morrow morning 
I expect 3 WU to bf out of London. I expect you to stay out 
of London for at l^t a month. If you don't you'll find things 
won't TSe so good for you." 

He helped her on with her coat. She picked up her hand- 
bag, walked towards the door. She stopped s^ddefily ; 
turned. She said: " What about tlieCorQpet*? " «. 

Callahan looked at the^uare box. He said : "«Don't . 
yon worry* about the Corcmet. I'll look after that. Good- 
night, Irana." 

'' She opened the door. She said over hershoulder : *' You.^ 
may not believe me, but I'm still rathdrfor.you. In sp^e of ‘ 
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dH the beatitly things you've sw! I still think ^’vi^ g(rt * 
hMdetiung."* . ^ 

Callaghan said nothing. She closed the. door softly bdtin 4 
her. 

He helped himself to another whidcy and soda. 


CHAPTER NINE 

A MATTER OF TBCHNigUS 

Chief Detective-Inspector Georpe Henry Gringaix, 
otherwise known as the Jigger, a nickname which he had 
earned in the remote past for reasons lost in antiquity, sat at 
his desk in his room at New Scotland Yard. He anoked a 
short briar pipe ; was engaged in his invariable pastime of 
drawing fruit on the blotter. « ^ 

He finished an illustration of a melon with meticulous care. 
He put down his pencil, picked up the telephone receiver. 
He asked to be put through to Detective-Inspector Marrick. 
Whai that worthy came on>the line, Gringall said : 

" Oh, Marrick, about that De Sirac thing, would you like 
to have a word with me ? " 

Marrick said he would. When he came into the room 
Gringall was standing with his back to the window, Uting the 
stem of his pipe. He asked : " Has an3rthing turned up ? '' 

• Marrick said : “ No, sir. Nothing at all. W're doing the 
usual check on the dead man — associates — aU that sort of 
thing. I thought possibly there was semetning in your mind." 

Gringall said glumly : " There’s a hell of a lot m my mind, 
but at the moment my mind is revolving mainly round 
Mr. Callaghan. By the way, he'll be looking in this 
aft«no(»." , * , 

. Marrick said : " You didn’t say vwy mudi a^ut the 
circumstances in which De Sirac’s body was fotmd. sir. Yon 
just gave me a rough idea. I take it ,that C^laghan was 
conomed in*tfiat ? ” • • 

(^jngall said : " Calla|;han told me on t^e^telephcme that 
, he had an appointment witii De Sirac. That he had to see him 
'about somtf business ; that the business was urgent. So he 
expected De ^pc to be there. When he got round to the 
4>la6e he knock^ but there was no iqily. Callaghan didn't 



. Iflce i^/io lie.got idte ii»auiger.ti» «ip«kt; |t^ 

imot in nod &)tin4 tlte buxfy. It 1:^ iSiiktjim» 
time." ' 

Manidc ned^. Ee said: *‘I wcmder why Odlei^tta 
Insisted on having the door op^ied. ^ter ah it*s not tmwntai 
. for peo|de to miss apfx^tn^pnts." 

Gringaif said;,"l know. It’s ahOost as*if Callas^ui 
uqwct^ to find him dead, isn't it ? " 

"That’s how it looks to me," said Eardok. "We 
have to find mit what this hnsiness was about — ^this budness 
between De Sirac and Callaghan." 

Gringall said: "Yes? You won’t find it so ea^. 
Callaghan’s a dever fellow. Sometimes he’s very clever. 
He’s very astute." 

" That’s as ipay be, sir," said Martick. " It doesn’t matter 
how astute he is, he can’t very well obstruct a police officer or 
withhold information." 


Gringall smil^. " Don’t think that Callaghan will o5dn«ef 
you Haiiick. Callaghan never obstructs anybody. You’ll 
find he’ll do his best to help you. Personally I’d rather be 
obstructed by the devil than helped by Callag^ian. Another 
thing," said Gringall, " you play him very carefully. He can 
be quite annoying, especially if he digs his toes in. On the 
ether hand, he might help, if he wants to." « 

The Detective-Inspector said : " Well, you know him better . 
than I do, or." • 

Gring^ said : " Yes, I do. The joke is I don’t dislike him. 
He’s a peculiar person. He’s got his own set of principles and 
standards. In his way he keeps to them.’’. He grinned. 
" I must say,” h^ went on, "they’re extraordinarily elaslic.’’ 

Manick asked : " Can you give me some idea as to how I 
might handle him, sir ? ’’ 

Gringall said : " When he comes here this afternoon I’ll 


see him. I’ll have a general sort of talk with hirq. I’ll try 


I’ll smid him down'to see you. If I thank he £aa^)rou any- 
thing that will hup — if I d^send him down^to you — ^w^lle he * 
is on his wa 3 r*dSwn I’ll ring you on the telephone." * 

If atiick asked : " What time is he coming here? ’’ 

^ Gringall said : " He'll corne here about tea-thne." He * 
s^hed. " Whenever I've seen Callaghan a% Scotland Yard'** 
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. to eyoe m teMime. ^ tbiakK 1M atotogihetoto rdte 
QKKre plosiksaBt/' 

. Martidc said ratto: addly : '^He stoms to townk jwtoar a 
lot ^ bimaslf, sirr»-this Cal1a|^m.** 

Gtiogall said : ‘' He does. lin^ joke is he’s got gaite good 
leascm. Yoif know that Venda^e case. ^He handled toat, 
you remember — a veiy dever piece of work— one of the most 
conning jobs I’ve ever known in my life. The troubte with 
CaSa^ian is,” said ^ringall, ” that he's nto merdy conning-t> 
he’s extremely resourcdol and sometimes ' quite briUiant. 
You wouldn’t forget that, Mairick, would 3 rou ? ” 

Uairick said : ” No, sir, I won't forget it, but 1 dcm’t think 
I’m going to like Mr. Callaghan.” 

Gmg^ said : ” You wtm’t. I didn't at toqt. Yew'll find 
he scat of grows on you.” 

Hanick went away. Gringall returned to his desk. He 
picked up his pencil, began to draw a Iwpon. Half-way 
through he smilM to himself. He could not help feeling that 
had Callai^ian been present during the conversation with 
Marrick he would have thoroughly approved the fact that 
Chief Detective-Inspector Gring^ was drawing a lemon. 

£1^ Thompson was seated at her typewriter when Nikolls 
oanw through tBe outor office. She folded her hands in her 
lap' and watched his back as it disappeared into CaDi^an’s 
office. She heard the lower desk drawer being opened and 
. the bourbon bottle taken out. She heard the subdued gurgle 
as Nikolls ins^ed the neck of the bottle into his mourn and 
took his usual after-lunch swig. a 

She got up. . She moved over to the open doorway, stood 
watchi^ Nitolls as he sat behind Callaghan's desk extracting 
a Lucky Strike from his cigarette pack. 

. He grinqed at her. He eased his large bulk b|ck into the 
chair, sat watching h«r. numing an appreciative eye offa her 
trim suit. , 

He said : ” What's eatiii’ you, Effie ? ^ You dmr’t locdc 
quite so good to hie? Ciothm O.K. but expupssion not so hot. 
'You tmt ciidles ’around your eyes. What’s the troitole, 
babe?^’ a ' ” 

’ She said : I’m beginning to be rather mterested in what 
*he’s d<^g. I think even Iw is going a little bmrand himsdf 
■'tips time. I d(&'t like this Dmys thing. I don't mce 
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tile rmy he’s-handliog it. I don’t like anytiiaag 
K&olls raised fais eyeto'ows. He teaned ddtmniya, . 
struckainatch<Hitheseatof his trousers, lit his dgaiette. lie ■ 
flicked the used matdi expo^y into the wastepaper barest. 

” O.K. Why don’t you tell him ?” he a^ed. ^He giimted 
humorously at her. “He,’d love that. Jeez . . . he’d.tdl 
yoM somethin’, babe. He'd tear you wide opra. . . .” He 
leaned back, began to blow anoke rings into the air. 

She said curtly : “I know that. But this time he’s ^ying 
with fire. He’s trying to throw the whole onus (rf this Ccnmiet 
busixtess on to Mrs. Paula Denys. He’s going to sacrifice her 
in OTder that that Irana piece doesn't get into trouble. 
He’s " 

NikoUs said : " How* do you know ? " 

" She was Jiere last ni^t,” said Effie coldly. " Upstairs 
in his apartment. Wilkie told me.” 

“Yeah?” said Nikolls. "I suppose he just sorta told 
you. Just like that. Like hell. You prised it outa him, 
didn't you ? ” 

” Supposing I did,” she said shortly. “ I’ve already been 
told to forget that it wasn't Paula who came to see us originally 
about the Coronet. I’ve practically been told to take it fdr 
granted that it was Mrs. Denys. That's not the truth. It 
wasn’t. WThy should he want to suggest it was ? ” « 

Nikdls shragged. He said : “ You make me laugh, Effie. 
So you got a big idea that this office'*oughta start telhn* the 
truth. You suddenly got around to the fact that the boss is 
playm’ both ends against the middle.” He flicked the-a.'sh. 
ofl his cigarette.^ ” That's somethin' new in this office, hey ? 
We never told wy lees before, did we ... oh no .. . hear 

me laugh ! You’re trying to sell me ” 

She interrupted hotly : “ I'm trying to sell you nothing. 
I’m stating facts. ” 

” Nuts,”, said* Nikolls amiably. ” You’re takin’ yourself 
feu: a fide. You don’t like this Irana baby ; you don’t like her 
because ehf^’s got plenty of what it takes an’ because the boss 
is goin’ for her ^enty. You dqn’t like her because she was- 
around here last night maybe ha\^’ run Sn' gibn^ with 
Callaghan Int^igatiims Jhimself. You’re goddam jealoui,. 
Effie, that’s your trouble.” • 

She said angrily : “ You’re talking the most unutterable 
.rubbish, Mr. NikoUs. WUiy shoidd I be jealous ? Why should * 
1 care what Mr. Callaghan does ? Why ” ^ * 


^ llilVtE* OF TECWKitJ#f *3®/ 

Hfl^dOs yawned noidfy. " Yon set it to acasic, Efiei^’^te 

■s^inthag^, "an' rilplay itonmyoldgttitar. Yoogot 
^ heeirie-jeebies. Yon got hot pants Use tte boss an' .yon 
tlnak he’s playin’ liana. Yon dfm't like it, that’s all.” 

“ I loathb your expressions,” she said, ^e was almost 
hoarse widi rage. ” Hot pants • indeed i How appalli^. 
I’m merely Mr. Callaglum's secretary, i work for him. 
Beisonally he doesn’t interest me. I wouldn’t toudi him with 
a barge pole I ” 

Nikolls flicked his tigarette stub into the fireplace. ” Don't — 
tdl me he’s been askin’ yon to touch him with a barge pde,” 
he said cheerfully. ” I just couldn’t believe it.” ife yawn^ 
again and stretched. "Maybe you're right,” he said. 

” Maybe he’s playin' Irana along good an' plenty. Maybe 
he's playin’ Paula along too. I wouldn’t put anythin' above 
or beyond that guy. He works his own way an' believe me 
his own way is just nobody’s business. Maybe you're right. 
Me ... I think it’s sorta dangerous playin’ atound with two 
dames in the same family. An' when they’re as good-lookin’ 
as'those two, then it’s liable to be dynamite." He sighed. 

” I remember when I was in Winsconsin one time," said 
Nikolls reminiscently. ” I was workin' for the Garbkin 
Agency an’ they sent me dowii to some little place on a job. 
There^was two Rabies there. Twins — ^you couldn’t tell ’em 
apmt. Boy, was those babies easy on the eyeballs, or was 
they? Yes, sir! Well,* one night I was talkin’ to one of ’em 
on the back porch. She was lookin’ at me sorta soft an’ 

• relentin’ — ^if you get me. So I sorta gathered her up an’ 
started givin’ her a line that woulda made Casanova look like 
a cold frankfurter in a snow-drift, an' did ^e react ? ” 

Nikolls sighed heavily and reached for his cigarette pack. 

” She looks up at me,” he went on, “ an' she says : ' Windy, 
you’re terrific. You're the cat’s earpads.' An’ I say : 

‘ Babe,’ I eay, ‘ d'you renjember last niglft . . , remember 
all- them lovely things I said. . . remember ? ' Sh».says : 

' Yeah . . . but tell me again. Windy. TeU me allJthe things 
you Said last nig^t.’," » , 

Ni^plls*lit his cigarette and shook his head sadly. 

. * “ Soul told her,’’ he said. " .Aa’ then sh«v wait into the 
hpuse an' came back an’ hit me over the head withwn electric 
iron she'd got*under her jumper.” 

Effie thompsoi^ said : " \^y did she do that ? ” 

* y” It was her sister,” said Nikolls. ” See ? A case of 







& ^ ap: stood ip {tont of the SdqpbKft; * 

“ Don't yoa wcsiy ttboat Hie boss. It «OQ*t do $^ ’«ay :§i}od 
anyway. U be’s playin’ it the cofi, that’s bCMr.lt »>: . M* 
H yon le^ in need of cd^nfcntin*. loc^ me over, £^, t fot a 
brand ci condtnt talk Hiat would jgrow hair bn an ora^.’’ 

She said coldfy: " I don't, need comfcarting, thmdi: yob, 
Mr.NilK^." 


. He grinned at her. '* That’s what <1 thbi^t," he said. 
" I remember some dame in Flatbush — r" 

He stopped talking as she slammed'Hie door behind her. 
He scratched his hea4 and stood considering some maHisr of 
import. Ete came to a conclusion. He wait bade to the 
desk, opened, the drawer, took out the bourbon bottle and 
took another long swig. 

He lay back in the (hair, folded his hands across his stomach 
and went to s)iBep. 


The detective-constable who had brought Gringall’s ‘tea- 
tray into the office was going out of the door uhen Callaghan 
came in. 

Gringall looked op and smiled ; " Good-aitemoon, Slim. 
We've noticed you always come in time for tea." 

Callaghan put his black soft hat on the comer of Gtinf^’s 
desk. He sat down in a leather armchair, lit a cigaittte. 

He smd : " Why not ? I think New Scotland Yard' is a 
nice place, especially, at tea-time. Eve^body relaxes, if -yon, 
know what I mean." 

Gringall said '* Ldon’t. And I’ll tell vou somebody who 
isn't particularly relaxed. His name’s Detective-Inspector. 
Marrick, and he's in charge of this De Sirac affair. He'll 
probably want to have a talk with you sometime, but I 
thought yc^u might like to have a few words with jna first" 

Ca|lagha,n said : " That's what I thought. You kimw, 
Gringall, ^’d like to help." 

Gringall began to pour the ^ tea. He said: "I know. 
That’s what I afraid of.” ^ ‘ . t 

Callaghan cpdted one eyebrow. He said : " Now^'is that 
fan: ? , 

Gringall came over with the tea-cup, gave it to €al]a^bt||ia. 

. He said : " You've helped us a hril of a lot. Yoa -■ 

with the Vendayne case. You helped us 'with ^ 



'tsi^‘’'''$!te M^axta ta» '^ibbtit'iiioitit ' 

yv^maaged m Iceep^nt of gaol ytnusetf/'" V 

' sa^ t “ If 3Kra'ie so^ies^ lliat Tve ^ 

anyiiiiDg to n^it b^lag incarcerated in one t^His Maie^s 
pilsbi:^ ru %i»sider issmbg a writ for oinuiud HbeL” Sfe, 
anfled amiablji at Gringallrwho had gone hade to;hls aed; 
behind the desk. * 

CaSaehan went on : '* The trodsle with ]n>a leQows is yoa 
dem’t like private detectives. We get aroimd a littie nune ; 
we're not hide>boand1>y aU sorts of rules and regulations ; we~ 
can even ask people funny questions sometimes without being 
cdled to account." He sipped his tea. “ I'm awfully glad 
- I'm not a policeman," he said. 

Gringali said sdemnly So am 1 1 All we need isyo» on 
the Stan here and we'd be all set for a revolution." 

Callaghan said : " I think it's tough. I come here in my 
own time and at my own expense, and in the best frame of 
mind, to try and give you a hand, and 1 get nothing bht 
insdts. Incidentally, if there's any more sugar, I'd idte 
aiu^er piece. Just throw a knob over." 

.Gringali did so. He said : " Look, Slim, I’m putting 
my cards down with you. Ma{rick's in a jam over this De 
Sirac thing. That body had been there for some time. 
There Was no heating on in the flat. It was like an ice-house. 
That didn't do the Divisional Surgeon any good. He can 
only ^ give a very appoximate time of death. Another 
thing* you know how it is in these apartment blocks these 
days. There's no regular staff, no hall porters, no regular 
deaning staff. It’s very diffiodt for us tosfind who w«it 
out and who went in. You know all tllat just as well as I 
do." 

Callaghan nodded. 

' Gringali went on : " So anything you can teU Marrick about 
i*De Sirac will be very useiU information." He ,went on : 

" Marrick thought it was rather funny that you had.thb flat, 
.door opened. He had the idea in his head that you might 
\hnost Im^e expect^ to findtDe Sirac dead.’* 

.Callaghan said ca^uall}^; " To tell you the 'truth, Giiogall, 

I wasn'b surprised. De Sirac wasn't a very nicejdlow, you 
know. A lot of people disliked him. I think he dffl a little 
blackmailing on the side." 

" I see," ‘Sdd Qringalh " So it was like tiut. Iforrick 
di^t think his backgiohnd was very good." 



tz4a< rHEv »EyER' s'at 

Oilk^ian said : "Manick's rjg^. Bis baqliiprQiaiRl^^ 
teu^.*' •' *<’ , * • 

Gfingall finished iiis tea; put the cw back on the tray. ' 
He {MToduced his pipe, began to fill it. He said : 

" I suppose it woiUd be asking you too mudt to teU me 
vdiat you were seeing De Sirac al»ut ? " ^ , 

Callaghan said^ " Not at all. You know my methods. I 
always put all my cards on the table." 

Grin^dl said : " Like hell you do. You put some cards on 
•“the rable ; most of them you keep up j^ur sleeve." 

Callaghan said: "Not in this case. It’s quite simjfie. 
De Sirac was beginning to annoy a client of mine. He tried 
to skewer a little money out of this client. The client didn't ■ 
like it, see ? ” 

Gringall nodded. " I see. So the client came to you and 
asked you to deal with De Sirac ? " 

" Right," said Callaghan. " Well, I had an appointment 
with De Sirac. 4- 1 met him at a club. I talked pretty straight 
with him. 1 told him unless he laid ofi my client I would have 
to consider going to the police." " 

Gringall said : " I wonder why your client didn’t think of 
that in the first place." 

Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. " It was just one of 
those things," he said. " Maybe she liked iqy face more than 
she would have liked a policeman’s. Anyway, she wanted te 
come to us, so she came." He g/inned. " We thought 
we could do just as good a job, if not better, than the police 
would have done. In fact," said Callaghan, " I doubt if -the. 
police could have done a job at all." 

" I see," said Gringall. " So it was like that, was it ? " 
"More or less," said Callaghan. " Anyhow I had a very 
straight talk with De Sirac, as I said. I told him he could 
m^e up his mind exactly what he was going to do. I told 
him I’d see him’at his place yesterday afternoon, and he’ds 
be there and we’d settle this thing one way or another. Well, 

I told yoiRwhat happened. I went round there and I couldn’t 
get in. I knew Ete Sirac wouldn'^. have t^^k^p a chance of not ' 
being there. He knew I meant busifiess. ^ ^ 

•" I was jij^t going awayevhen I thought ‘it would be, a very -, 
good idea'to have a look round ^at flaet. I won’t say thm ' 
wasn’t a vague idea in my head that something might opt 
have happened to De Sirac, because I bel^ve he was a mail' '\ 
wfamn a lot of people didn’t like particular^, but I wara’t at' 



*’a il4!rtEK OF TBiCatHiOO* . iSfy t 

all^'oertaia it. 1 it iinHibl be 

have Aliwk rtraM the flat." 

‘ Gringpa^ saM : “ I see. So you had the door c^pened and 
yoa Jfoiw l>c Sirac " 

" That's right/’ said Callaghan. " And thm I did my duty 
asaicitizen. linformed the police'promptly." • 

Gringail said : " I suppose I'd be out of*ord^ if I asked 
you tlm name of your client ? " 

' Cftlla ghan asked : " Why would it be out of order ? " 
i Gringall said airily^ " Oh, I don't know. You might get' 

' the idea in your head that if this De Sirac was trying to black- 
mail your client, the client .mi^t have had some motive for 
< removing De Sirac. You might think something like that." 

Callaghan said: "Not a hope. My client couldn't have 
had anything to do with De Sirac’s death. She hasn't been 
anywhere near that apartment for days. I doubt if riie's ever 
been there in her life. I’m not afraid of that." 

Gringall said : " So it's a woman. It’s funny the number 
of farming women who go to Callaghan Investigations. I 
can't make it out.” He grinned at Callaghan. 

Callaghan said : " It must be my fatal beauty." . , 
Gringall lit his pipe. He said : " It might be a good tfaiiog, 
you know, Slim — and I’m looking at this frcan your point of 
view — a you tol(^ us who your client was. You know our 
methods. We don't drag anybody's name into a case unless 
it’s absolutely necessar/, but it's better for us to know." 

“ r agree," said Callaghan airily. " That's all right. My 
client is a lady called Mrs. Paula Denys — a vwy charming 
Snd responsible- person. I’m quite satisfied* with her bona 
fides, wmch I checked up carefully, as t alwa3rs do before I 
take on a case. She had a very justifiable grouse against 
De Sirac. She's entirely innocent of any sort of wrong-doing, 
r really shouldn't have told you her name, but I always try to 
be helpful.”* * • 

Gringall said nothing. He pufled silently at his |Hpe*for a 
few moments ; then he said : • * 

* " Mrs. ]gaula Den3{s — ^would she be related to the Arthur 
Denys-jf-the owner gf the Denys Coronet ? ” • 

Thai’s right," said Callaghan, e " She's his She’s 
' not living with him. * She's instituted divorce ^Ekceedbgs 
^against hjm, but she's his wife all right.” 

.Gringall said-: ",That’s rather odd. We've bem aslad by 
thq Globe and Con^lid&ted to investigate the theft of that 



tksv NEvBit "6-jS-t ■■ j” ;'. ; ; 

Cfflwtwt. TihaVs bang done by 

mitiig.’' He looked at Callaghan. ''That's rtt&tr 

ddence, isn’t it ? " , 

Calla gh an nodded. He said : " Yes, life is foil of tcan- 
ddenoes, isn't it, Gringall?'* He got up. Hesdidt "Wefl, 

I don’t tiiink there's anyQiing else I can tell yo^t. If I can be 
of any help at any time let me know." 

Gm^ said : " You wouldn’t like to go down and have a 
woni with Mairkk, would you ? " 

' Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. Hdsaid: "If you like, 
but I don’t see why you can’t tell him what I’ve sara." He 
grinned at Gringall. " My time's very valuable just now." 

" I bet it is," said Gringall. " All right, Slim. Thank you 
very much. If I want you again I’ll give you a rii^. I know 
you'll do your best for us." 

Callaghan said; "Of course. So long, Gringall."' He 
picked up his hat, went out. 

When the d>or dosed behind him, Gringall took off the 
telephone receiver. He spoke to Detective-Inspector Marrick. 

He said; " You’d better come up. Callaghan’s just gone. 
He’s told me his story and I don’t like it a bit." ' 

Marrick said ; " Is he being funny ? Is he digging his toK 
in? " 

Gringall said ; " No, he's told me a story that sounds so 
much like the truth that I'm rather worried. Cellaglian's 
being ioo helpful, and I don't like it a bit." 

Callaghan and Nikolls sat on high stools against the bar of • 
The Ydlow Anchor Club, off Berkeley Square. Callaghan 
ordered more whisky! 

Nikolls said ; " Look, there’s a little thing that may be you ' 
oughta know about — ^I don't think Effie's quite so pleased 
with you." 

CaUaghan lit a cigarette. He said; "What the hell do " 
you mean — ^Effie not pleased with what ? " 

" Well," isaid Nikolls, " she sorta beefed off this afternoon. . 
She’s got an ideayou're givin’ this Irana djune a sweet run- ’ 
around. She thinks you’re playin* it oq to Paula,,. see— 7 
makin’ her ^e. stooge. Ithink it's worryin’ her." 

' ‘ Yes ? '■ “said Callaghan. " Worry’s good for people some- 
times. They tell me it produces energy." 

" Maybe,’! said Nikolls. " I think she vias a bit steamed.' ' 
op ovm* you tdlin’ her to sorta forget that Jrana came .to us' 








^ m’ w^gge^' ti»t we 
wite CUM to ,li 




CalladiM said ;'* That's too bad 1 ’’ 

' -*O.IC." |aidKiikdUs. '* So loog as yoa fcaovr.'' ' 

ftllagbaii finktoed his ndudcy,; signalled to the bartsa^ 
He said: "l^isten, Windy, tOHOuMTow rabndngf'yoa get 
duroo^ to the Globe and C<msoIidated. Yba sp^ to ^ 
manager. Tdl hud that we’re vaguely intoes^ in ,this 
misnng Gmmet. Xell him that one or two little punts Came 
oar way and we've been sut of free-lancing on the job.l ]p(unt 
oat that 1 saw that assessus' notice in The Times, and tiiat 


maybe, if somd[)ody likes to pay me that thousand pounds, 
1 could do somethii^ about the Coronet. You got th^ ? " 

" I've got it," said Nikolls. " But can they play it that 
way ? This thing’s been passed to the pdice. Even if the 
insurance company was prepared to pay bp to get the Coronet 
back, the cops aren't gonna lay off, are they ? " * 

QJlaghan said : " M^y diould you worry ;^ur head about 
that ? Get through to-morrow, and if you get a good reaction 
from the manager, tell him I’ll look down some time to- 


morrow afternoon and see him." 


" O.K.'’ said Nikolls. 


Th^e was a silence ; th«i CaUa^ian said : " The night 
.you were banging around De Sirac's place, vdren you found his 
body, you were there quite some time, weren't you, watdiing 
the>entrance, before you went in.” 

V Yep," said NikoUs. " It seemed like years to me.” 

. Callaghan said : " Did you see anybody coming in or gung 
out ? " • • 


Nikolls shook his head. “Nopel 1 didn’t see anybody, 
but it’s not too easy, you know. The entrance is d^k. If 
you’re only standin’ a few yards away anybody walkin’ in the 
shadow copld get in an’ outa that dump aw’ you^d never see 
’em — ^not in a thousand years.” * « ■ 

Callaghan nodded. He said: " That’s what I Aou^t.’* 
NikoUs swaUowed his i^hisky. He said : ” You had an 
idea little Irana* nfighh be around that dpmp whmi I got 
‘ther^ You said perhaps Td findher there.” 

Callaghan said : '• WeU, you didn't ^d bxSt, Hi you ? f’ 

" That's right,” said Nikolls. ” It wasn’t my hicky day.” 
Callaghan lit a cigarette. He said : ” There's another tluqg 
you can do to-mbrow. Ring throui^ to the Savoy and . aee 




oat olittlier trie's left tom or not Wu» foo’w 4aao tiMKt 
ring: ap Vafe or Ifattiiean «t4 get one «{ thon %> go to tfoi 
C3Mqti«n HoM at W0verton k Sosms; ; find out if Izana^t 
airived tfiere<'' „ *’ ' 

*' Whet d'poa imoor ?** said NikoOo. "ItlocdcsMifomir* 
bodsr'B knvia' town. Maybe tiu^’re scaled of soaM^'. 1 
modor irhat it i8»air raids ?” He ^^fnaed at Callaghan. 
He orent ooi : " Look, I don't wanta be coiioita, but whk am 


the oops gonna do about De Sine ? Those boys am gonna 
sorts wonder, aren't they, about ns ? Maybe want 

you to come clean over that." 

Callaghan said casually : *' I've done all that. I’ve told 
them aS about it.” He smiled at NikoUs. 


Nikolls said : ” 1 bet you have — ^like hell I But I'd like to 
know who killed that guy. I'm sorta cunous. Maybe if th^ 
can’t find anybody else they'll say 1 did it, I think that 
would be very funny.” 

Callaghan said : ” No one would ever think that tou could 
kill anybody. Besides, if you wanted to kill De aiac, you 
wouldn't have had to do it with a fiieiion.” 


” No,” said Nikolls. “I’d have just hit him once. I don't 
think I liked that guy.” * 


Chief Detective-Insp^tor Gtingall finished writing a letter, 
locked the drawers of his desk, looked at ^ watdt, wallmd to 
the hat-stand. He was just putting on his overcoat when tl^ 
telii»du>ne bdl riag. . It was Mairick. 

He said ; ” Mr. Gringall, there's a rather odd thing turned 
iqk. 1 think you ou^t to know about it. I've got lamming 
hke. I tiiink he'd luce to have a word with you.” 

Giingall said : All right. S^d him w.” 

” AY^ould'you mind if 1 came too ? ” as^ Mairick. 

GcuttaU raised his eyebrows. He said: ” So it's like that, 
is it, Msiridc 7 ” 

" Yes, Mr. Grii^. It's like fhat,” * ' . t 

Gting^ said:'' All fkht Come np»-botb of you.” 

He wenjHtoCk to his (fesk. 'Diro n^utes later tho two 
detactive-uu^pectocB came into GringaIl's<^Boe. . 

Timing Said .* ” Hdu's ratber an odd thing, Itr, Gringall '■ 
in ConiMQtiiMi with the Denys Coronet Itlotm to ws as if • 


■ 

.tM^s ftetweea HxU aiul ttM pt 

. im: **V<m doftt stcjirf IHe ife 

jawnning, is^ it ? Wbat’a hairnet?" > 

*'Tlie^^be and Consolidated lasoraneo Contpiii^ lieetiireil 
«a Miooyinapt letter,** said l^tning. Hsieitis, sir/' He 
laid the note oo the table in front of GiiogalL mwaiit on ; 
" tlae antiter ^ this typewrittei letter advj^ the oonmatiy 
not to pay the daim on the Denys C(nonet. Naturally, I neus 
very inteiested. If yon'U hold that dieet of paper 0 the 
UH^t yoa'll find it's got a most extraordinaxy araltecmaxlc." • 
GimgaU looked at the papa. He hdd it np, examinsd it 
dosely. He said : " That water-mark most ikve been very 
hdpful to you, Lamming/' 

Lamming smiled. " It was, sir. Them’s only one firm 
who make that paper — Vayne and Howling in Co^nit Street 
— and the joke Is th^ only make that paper in fodscap size 
usually. But on this particular occasion they cat a few 
thousand sheets in quarto— they had an odd lot or something. 
Well, the lot was bought by one purchaser." * 

Gringall asked : " Have yon discovered who the pttrdhaaer 
was?" 

Lamming nodded. “ Callagl^ Investigations d Bokdqr 
Square bought the lot.'* 

Giiqgall said: "This becomes more interesting every 
moment, doesn’t It ? " 

"I don’t know aboot that, sir," said Lamming. "But 
that*letter was written in Callaghan's office. I went down to 
the Globe and Consolidated and checked through their corres- 
pondence files. Callaghan represented them five months ago 
'in a case where they wanted an investigatfon made. 
same paper was being used as follow-on sheets to his beaded 
notepaper. One of £e typewriters in his office is the manhiT^ 
that wrote that letter." 

Gringall ^d : " 1 see." He b^an to fill his pip& 
kbrrick said : " Having regard to what you tmd mg, Mr. 
Gringall, about your intervfrw with Callaglm, it ]|pQks to me 
. as if here is the time where we’ve got Mr. Callaghan where we 
want hii»— just ftir*<mQe. T remember wl^t you tcdd me 
aboutfhim. Yon said he was a v^ clever fdlow. I don't 
'think tfiis is so devqr." He pdnted to the^'leHwr. " The 
le&st he could have dew was to have got himadfew^ier sheet 
of notepaper/' 

■' Gtin^ shook Bis head sadly. He said : ** IKaitids, yon 



to*t i&Mwr CiJlaighM. C iJ 1« g Ium ,..iOTt»' &e 

seieiciied H^t pfeee tit paper m or^ tihat £t 
back to his office. He kae# peileetly thab thk^ • 
ftfaim was put in tor the Coronet, even if the owner didn't 
come to us about it, the insurance company woul4> Calla§^ian 
wrote tlat'letter to protect himsdf. He knew the Coronet 
had be^ stoten ^d, udulst he wasn't goini; toVrite an^roial 
letter to the insurance company and tdl than not to pay the 
claim, he was clever enough to write an anon}nnous i^er 
whidi he knew damn well we could trase back to his office." 

Marrick looked at Lamming. He said : " WeO, I'm 
damned t So he’s as good as that, is he ? " 

Giingsdl said : " Yes, sometimes he’s voy good." 

. " AU right, Sir," said Lamming. " 'H^t do I do ? " 

" That goes for me too,” said Marrick. " This is one of 
those things where I think a little direction is indicated, sir.” 

Gringall said : " I’ll bet you any money you like that 
Callaghan knows that we’re having a discussion about this 
letter. He prhbably t hinks we’ve had it before. Well, what 
can we do about it ? We can get him round here. We can 
tell him we’ve traced that letter back to his office. What’s 
he going to say ? If he wants to he’ll say he doesn't know 
anything about it, and although it may be a piece of circum- 
stantial evidence, the evidence doesn’t prove anythyig. It 
only proves that some anonymous individu&l was doing what 
he considered to be his duty as a good citizen and getting the 
insurance company to stall paying that claim. Well ? *' 
Gringall looked from one to the other of his subordinates. 
" I don’t see how you can put the screw on Callaghan for 
that.” • . 

" I'm not suggesting that, sir,” said Marrick. " But we 
m^ht ask for an exphmation.” 

Gringall smiled. He said : ” You ask for one arid see what 
you’ll get. You’ll get an explaiiStion that sounds^ so true that 
you’ll probably guess it’s lies. My advice is this : Whep in 
doubt, don’t do anyttung. And, believe it or not. I'm very 
much in'dbubt. Marrick, you carry on with 3 rour investiga-. 
tions about De Sirao— his bacl^ound hnd assodStes. And 
if I were you. Camming, I’d just sit around and smdfe for ti, 
bit.” , ' 

” Do ycu really mean that, sir ? ” ask^ Lamming. 

Gringall said : " I mean it. This letter is a tip-off from 
Messrs. Callaghan Investigations to ns. The only thing we 
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ip k to aOe what Callaghan's going to do*, luMMuo'lfe's 
'going to do sAnething. He didn't write that letter because 
' he wanted to practise typewriting." 


CHAPTER TEN 

MIDNIGHT DIALOGUE 

• 

Callaghan came out of The Yellow Anchor Club at eleven 
o'clock. He stood undecided on the comer of the street. He 
wondered if he were drunk or sober. 'He allowed his mind 
solemnly to dwell on this subject for some moments, concluded 
that in any event it really did not matter. He began to walk 
towards Charles Street. 

Ten minutes later he descended an area not very far from 
Park Lane ; rapped on the door. He waited^ After a fetr 
minutes the door opened slightly. 

Callaghan said: “This is Callaghan.” 

A wheezy voice answered : “ Go^-«vening, Ifr. Callaghan. 
Come in. It’s a long time since Jrou've been here.” 

Callaghan said : “ That’s my misfortune.” He wmit 
inside. • , 

The long passage had originally been one from which had 
led the kitchens, store-rooms and sculleries of a large house. 
Now'the place had been converted into one of those illegal 
night clubs which abound in London, sufficiently quiet and 
unimportant not to attract the attention of* an overworked 
police force, but sufficiently important to cause quite a lot of 
trouble for ^ose people for whom trouble always waits in the 
long run. 

At the end of the passage, in what had tniginally been a 
large coal cellar, but which was now panelled ih iihitation oak, 
and- lit by cleverly shaded lights, was a bar. CallSghan 
ordered himself a double whisky and soda. In the next room 
'someone was playing*a piana»softly — a tune.called " In Days 
Qone Sy.* Callaghan vfiguely thought it was rather a nice 
tune. Sor some tmknown reason 4t brought AhqVendayne 
case to his mind — and*Audrey yenda 3 me. He be^ffi to make 
pomparisons in his mind between Audrey Vendayne and 
Paula Denys. He^found the process amusing but ccmcluded 
it wouldn’t get him.anyii'here. He wmdeied how much more 
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aiiytiiing* H)b fiaidwd the uliieky and wda; «ra((Md 
anothaone. 

The adieeiy individnal iMio had opened five door aaidi 
WItot aboat having one on the bonae, Mr. Caltlghan ? \i% 
miss yooi Yon tised to be here a lot in the old days.'* < 
CaSaf^xan saidT: " I used to do a lot of tlun]^ in the old 
days that I don't do now. Didn't somebody tw you thane 
was a war on ? " 

The wbeeey one said : “ Yes, I heard*abont that." 
f^Wngiian lit a Cigarette. He said : " What abqnt having 
a drink, Jimmie— on me?" 

Jimmie said : " I’d like to, but we'll have one on the house 
first.” He ordered the drinks. He grinned at Callaghan. 
Ife said : " What is it. Hr: Callaghan ? You know I'd do 
anjrtlnng for you." 

Callaghan said : “ Like hell you would, and what is uhat ? " 
Jimmie shrugged his shoulders. He said : " Yon never 
come here unless yon want something.” 

Callaghan nodded. He said : " Maybe you’re right. 1^ 
you ever hear of a man called De Sirac ? " 

" Yes," said Jimmie. " I’ve heard plenty about him. He 
usedi:o get around — ^that (me. They tell me somebody's 
cai^t up with him. They tell me somebody fogg^ him. 
Were you interested in the boy ? " , 

" Not particularly," said Callaghan. " Not particularly in 
the fact that som^xidy rubbed him out. Did 3 ^ ever’hear 
of a woman called Irana Favdey in connection with* De 
Sirac?” « . 

Jimmie nodded. " Plenty," he said. " She was one of 
those babies who went for him in a big way. Why, 1 don’t 
know. She was good-looking. She numey. She was a 
classy one— that one. What she saw in De Sirac I don't 

know, bnt<hey used to get around together plenty until 

" tlbtil what ? " asked Callaghan ; then ho went tm : 
" Wait a’minute. Supposing I make a guess, Jiatmie. 
some other wonuin turned up. is that xcght ? " « 

The other nodded. He said: " That’s ri^t." « 

CaUa^^iap said : " And this other woman would be« rathw 
odd sort & womanr-a woman with a fairly 1 ^ figure, legs 
and ankles, good heir, a good carriage— a pwsonality— -but a 
rather plain mce that didn't matter beoaiuf all fihe orasr ttufi 
Wassogood. A woman named DeLcmgues. Istiutri^?" 
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t^jatwmQiittbo^ Ymm6msi&i3B0tuMelut.*^ 
said ^ i didfli^t, % wiks only guessnog^*' 

Be fioiathed Im diM ; said : *' Bow yon'tt June ope ivitk 
m" • • 

Jhninie 6ai4: " I've never seen anybody drink wWsky Iflee 
|*w 1 think yoo got holkw legs. Bo yon ever get 

iuilaghan said: "You’d be sorjpcised! I think I’m n 
Uttle cockled now * I’m not certain." 

Jimnde nodded. He said : " I know. Maybe ytw’fe one 
of those ^ys who's a bit better when he’s a little cut." 
Callaghan said : " Who knows 7 "• 

When the baitoidtf brought the drinks he picked up the 
glass ; swallowed the double whisky at one gulp. He said : 
" m be seeing you, Jimmie." He went out. 

Outside, the night air was cold. Callaghan thought you 
always felt the ni^t air more when you lot of wlddty 
inside yon. He wondoKd what he was going to do. He 
began to walk towards Park Lane. 

Callaghan supposed that most people spent quite a lot of 
thdr lives pondermg on what'they were going to do. He 
imagined that De Sirac and Irana Favel^ most have spent a 
lot of*time in oopsideratkm of the same problem. life was 
like that. You were either a perscm who had not to be am* 
cem^ particularly Mrifk anything, or yaa were one of those 
people who were always slightly worried about somethhig, 
* wondering what was going to happen ; what the next move in 
the game was |oing to be ; how you were going to play it. 

C a ll agh a n sighed. He crossra the at St. Geoige’s 
' Hospital, began to walk towards Knightsbridge. Vaguely he 
found himself wondering why he was walking in that imectioa. 
Then he smiled to himself. He thou^ he knew the answer 
to that oneK * * • 

A clock struck midnight as Callaghan xang the beU*at the 
flat in PakniMra Court. He stood there ringing il for a oon- 
sideralfle^time : then the doer opened. Zn^de, framed in the 
doorway, stood Paula L^n^. • 

She was wearing a wine-ook>umd housecoat t^ with a 

S wder-bhie s^; Velvet mules to match th^'*n!8hseooat. 

or hair was tied with a blue watered silk rilflxm. 

. Callaghan leamyi against the doorpost. He said : " Has 
anyone ever told you t&at you're realfy qt^ lovefy ? " 



^Z5S '• . THEY MBVBft SAY W’BSB 

Sbi( s«td an odd little smile; Mb*. Cslla|^an, • 
you come here at twdbra o’dock at night to teQ the that f ' 

Callaghan shook his head. He said : " No, if 1 told yon 
really what I'd come here for you wouldn’t bdieve me." 

" I shan’t know until 3mu t^ me what you ha^ come here 
for,” she said. « > 

Callaghan grinned mischievously. He said : ” You know 
how di^ult it is to get a drink at this time of ni^t in London. 

I wcmdered if I could have a whisky and soda.’" 

' She said : " Why not ? I suppose th&t would be induded 
in the two hundred and fifty pounds ? " 

Callaghan cocked one eyebrow. He said: " You 'mean my 
retainer? I hadn’t thought about that, but then I very 
seldom thiidc about money.” 

She said pleasantly : ” Really ? It seems at the moment 
you’re thinking in terms of whisky. Will you come in ? ” ' 

” I think that’s very nice of you,” said Callaghan. 

He hung hisdiat up in the hall, followed her into the large 
sitting-room. She went to a side table, poured out a whisky 
and 9^. She brought it to him. 

She said : ” In a minute I shall probably find out what 
you’ve really come here for. You’re an odd person, aren’t 
you, Mr. Callaghan ? ” 

" I wouldn’t know,” said Callaghan. ” M^ybe I’m a^irect 
person. Possibly that’s why you think I’m odd. But then 
you d<Mi’t like me very much, do you ? ” 

She said : ” I’ve never really thought a great deal about 
that.” 

Callaghan said: ”^No . . . I’m certain you haven’t 1 ” 

She brought a box of cigarettes and a table-lighter ; lit his 
cigarette. She said : 

” Do you know anything about Irana ? " Her face was 
serious. 

Callaghan s&id*: ” Has anyone ever told you about your 
voice ?* A long time ago when I used to read books of poetry 
—don’t lau^— but I used to read books of poetry — I read 
sometlung about a,lady with a gnsve caressmg voice., I think 
you’ve got a grave caressing voice.” * * . 

She said '• ”^ave I ? 2 don’t think there’s ve]: 3 a much 
diflerend^' ^tween my voice and Irsflaa’s. ^ven’t you 
noticed the same thing about her ? ” * . 

CaUagban said : ” I’ve noticed a hell of ajot about her, but- 
believe it or not, it doesn’t interest me.' You do.” 
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• CaHag^n," •« , -• -"v. v-* 

€dbi|^iki said : " Yob just dos’t. ktiosr how of nin.u^ 

is.” Hesp^edather. " But <»e<rf these idawybnwitt;*'. 
•She raised her eyebrows. ^ said: ” Yes? wlqsl ” 
Callaghan ^d : ” You think a lot of Irana, don't yOu ?. 
You tb^ she's a rather nwue headstrong edition of yoois«df. 
Yon think she's just like you but with a little more vitality,' 
a little more sense of adventure. You probably consumer 
yomsdi the quiet ekter. Isn't that right ? You probabfy 
have a vague sort of admiration for Irana." 

Callaghan moved to the fireplace, stood in front of the fire. 
She went to an armchair and sat down. She crowed her legs, 
arranged her robe. She sat there looking at him. 

After a while she said : ” Yes, you're quite rig^t. I*ve 
always thought that Irana has a vital spark that I lack." 

" You don't need any vital spark," said Callahan. " And 
she could do with a few less." • 

She shrugged her riiouldets. jhe sdd cocdy : " Do you 
think so? I believe you -know where Irana ht. 1 belii^ 
you've known for some time. I've an idea that you're 
playing some game of your Own, Mr. Calla^^ian. I wish I 
knew." 

Callaghan said,: " What game should I be playing ? What 
gaqie is there to play ? " 

“ I don't know," she%aid. " I think you're rather attracted 
to Ihina.' Most people are. But it doesn't matter as regards 

■ moU people. It might with you." 

- Callaghan griimed happily. He dra^ some whisky. He 
said : " MarveUoos I ^ it might matter with me. You 
think that Irana might actually be interested in Mr. Callaghan 
of Callaghan Investigations ? " 

" She might,” she said. " You'rec^nite a forqeful character, 
aimi't yoUf and if she were in a difficult hitOaiion — ^if she 
were frightened ...” •* 

" Nonsense," said Callaghan abnqitly. ^ " I wouldn't touch 
Irana wiA a baige-pole. I&I'm attracted ^o anybody in tlw 
jFaveley family it's you.* I hke everything about you. I tdd 

■ 3WU ^t once before.” « • 

. She made a little bow. She said : " So you^'^i^ but I 
, didn't helieve'it.” 

• Callaghan sai(^: "You can believe it now. You can 
bdieve one or twoothc^ things that I'm going to tdl you too. 
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KSi Wloat tjsM ytw bqpin to htik^ tint. It «4i|lkt b* fiibif 

yoo^** * 

Sw pot l»er htuads b«lifa4 her Imh 4. She said ; Yoott) 
not drinkiqg that odddcy yoa wanted so bad^.'* 

Callaghan pidced m the glass, drank some mdte oddahgr. 
He said : { reaSy didn't nera the whisky that pnidi/' 

She said : " 1 know. It was the most annoying thing you 
could think of at the time, wasi't it, Mr. Cadlaghan — to asdt 
for a whisky ; to i«etend that you wore treating this flat as a 
nifdd dub or srenething like tlmt, but I’tii beginning to kmw 
]rea. 1 didn't take that setionsty." 

Caliban grinned. He said: "A case of mutual un- 
attraction." He drew on his etiquette. There was a ailenoe. 

She said eventually: "I'm inti^iwd in what 1 am to 
believe." 

“I'll tell 3 w>n," said Callaghan. "And you might mmmiber 
what 1 say. It's important. You remember what your 
instructions were to me. They were to look after Irana and 
to keep her out of any trouble if I could. A pretty toug^ 
assignment 1 must say." His tone was sarcastic. "Well 
strangely enough, Cahagban Investigations often try to carry 
out toeir dient’s instructions — ^if we like the client." 

She nodded. She said : " I understand m for." 


Callaghan said : " This is the story and you've got t6 hold 
it up. When Arthur Doiys reused to give you a divorpe, 
wu dedded to go ofi for a week-end* to thiu tiling oyer. 
Paring that period you wrote a letter to your sister uana’, in 
which you told her that it would be a good thing if you 
decided to leave Beny?, that you took the Den 3 rs Coronet with 
you; that it mig^t g^ve you some sort of lever to effect a 
settlonoat and get some of your own money back." 

She looked at him with startled ^es. She said ; " How do 
you know all^ that ? " 

Callaghare ^d : " You'd be stuprised. I've *seen that 
letter-^^w^, some of it — ^the second page anyway." Hie went 
on: • , 

" Then you decided to take tire CoraosC. , Yot^ weren’t 
awfully keen on doing it yourself but^ou got in tou^ Wsth a. 
man yo^ Jcnwwn casualiy — a man who's hma minr^tered 
within tte last day or two— called X)e Sirac. You gave him 
a k^ to get mto Mayfidd Place and you gave mm the oom- 
binatMHi of the safe. He took tiie C^onet for 3rou and he* 
handed it over to you. Wdl, you stuck to it, but vdm ya» 





t5$': 


ify^TVivtlbtal^ttewoin^ 

Ym luted w idaa of ntnaiog it to 3 !n(Ai»l^^ 

yemadi look wnell. You coiEda't vary w t a oi It toy 

otiber hoi«r*so ycm eo^yed me to xetnm it." • 

*Sbo 1 ^: n^'Btit iitevcr had it. * 

Callii^an «id : " Yoa shoold worry.* I’ve got it. And 
tihat'e toe tdoiy. That ho to be the stocy." 

She said : " I see. andadiy does that Aetw to be the atoiy ? '* 
Ca l h i fiih a n gtiimea He said : " hraoa stole toat CoNmet 
frmai luyfield Place. 9be stole it~>or rather toe had it stdeo 
by im aocdmplke. Ske didn’t steal it because ske iniended 
to give U to yon. She had it stolen for her own ead»-<^ 
because toe wanted to be revenged on Arthur Denys. She 
can be sent to prison for that.** 

Her hands gripped the arms of her chair. She said : ” Is 
that true ? " 


C aUag han drank some mote whisky. He nodded. *‘That*s 
true enough/' he said. " But it's not the worst. At the 
present moment she stands a very good chance of fBtding 
herself an accessory to a murder charge. You wouldn't like 
that, would you ? " 

She said ; " My God I " Sie looked at him. Her face was 
whiter her eyes sride. 

jCallaghan walked to the table, helped himself to a cigarette. 
He said : " It isn't so good, is it ? " 
ahesaid: " It can't be true. How could that be true? I 
must know everything about this. I'm tenibfy worried 
'about IrSna.'* . « 

^ Cdlaghan said casually: "I'm not uanrying about Irana." 
She asked : " Then what are you wmxying about ? " 

He said : " I'm worrying about you." He grinned. " I’m 
trying to catty out my instructions. Beliii|ve it or n<rt. I've 
got a bet with myself toat I’m going to earn toat«two hundred 
and fifty pounds." ** 

She said : " You’re a strange person, aren't you ? You're 
trying to eaiji that two hundred and nf^y pounds but you 
.retusned the thoimnd founds that liana gave you." 

Callagban said : " That’s difietont. I’m natoei; particular 
about my ci»tomerd. You'd be surprised what I'a do for a 
client-rsometimes.” 

“I'm beginnii|g to Jrelieve that," toe said. Hd' voice was 
•soft. " Tell me «bout this murdor," toe went on. “ How 



.T'S'Kir -iti'TE* 

dQeS'if '«Ebct Iraaa? ''Witat siiii 
wia stidi a tiling ? ft isntt possiUet ” ^ ‘ ^ r'“i' 

‘*No?’'«udCaaa|^ He to grin. 
..JbfnirlHtie«3ito&laiow^>QftH:e«^o^^ fsapi^ 3 ^ tipp'. 
, you know aU alioat Imia. t imagine you cmisnM to' to w 
a dtarming, beautiful, ntthet headstrong and ioipialtive gitii. 
Instead (rf wfaudi she’s an extreme^ tough woman with dmna 
few scruples and her eye on the main chance most of the tfhie.. 
l?nien I’ve talked to you 1 don’t think you’re going to like 
liana veiy much.” ^ 

Ste said miserably : " I’ve got to grow up, haven’t I ? 
POMddy it would be good for me to hear what I tiiould hear.” 

CaiHaghan said: "All right.” He held his empty glam 
towards her. She took it. mixed another drink, brougU it 
back to lum. She handed him the drink. She was quite 
close to him. A breath of the perfume she was wearing dUne 
to Callaghan's nostrils. 

Callaghan put the glass bdiind him on the mantelpiece. 
He tnrned towards her, took her face between his hands, 
kissed her on the mouth. She did not move, ^le stood there, 
perfectly still, her hands hanging straight down by her sides.. 
Cal l ag h an felt that she was entirely relaxed, almost at ease. 

Sie said : " I wonder what was responsible for that ? Was 
that part of the Callaghan technique or was the whisky 7 ” 
He smiled at h». He said : " Does it matter 7 Just ^t ' 
that moment it was indicated. I liked 'it very much. And it 
wasn’t included in the two hundred and fifty pounds.” 

She sighed. She looked at him for a long time. Then tiie 
said : " 1 wonder <why^I ever allowed myseU to Oe persuaded 
mto doing anything by you. I wish I could answer that 
(mestion. 1 wish 1 knew why you are here at this moment, 
■^y I allow you to kiss me. Why I’m not tenibly rude to 
you and tellV><i to go at once.” 

Callaghancgrinned. He looked like a mischievous school- 
boy. He sakl : ” I don’t know that I can answer those 
questions-Mrrell not all of them. The answer may be that 
Tm-ia delightful person — but I don’t thinkt so. 1 ,tiunk, it 
wot^ be more truthful to say that I’lh hne bemuse t’vg got . 
to be here^^d^the fact thet I am here is vwy good for you. 
Bdieve it or not.” ** 

She asked : " Why, 1ft. Callaghan 7 ” . 

His said : " Go to your armdiair and tit ^wn and TU tell • 
you. But it isn't going to be particulaAy good hearing.”. 
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“ riMt sKUMind tlMt/' tbe aasiMeA. Shb wmt iNidk M 
iMTiHtiBdnif. ■ • ^ 

Callaghan piciced up his dass hpot tha tnaatdlpboet Se 
4inmk tho wlilskjr skiwfy^ tWbepidti»|^Baa«lQMai,fi^ 
ipoUng atJber. • i 

.S^ lay haxk in the chair, 1^ hands fahied in h» Jap. 

Callaghan ‘said : "You've got a g09d nerve. Yon're 
tci^temd about as much as you ever will be and you're 
tnairing a damned good attempt not to show it. 1 Idee that. 
I hope you keq> it up." 

She asked: "Vl^ere is Irana? I'm certain yon know 
where she is." 

He nodded. " She’s all right,” he said. " At the mmnent 
^e's staying at a quiet hotel in the country. A place I sent 
her to. She’ll stay there until I think it's right for her to 
leave. At the moment she’s better out of London." 

She smiled. She said : " I'm glad ^’s sale, anyhow. 
I'm afraid she wmi’t like the country hotel very mu^. Irima 
doesn't like quiet hotels." 

' No ? ” said Callaghan. " Well, she liked the quiet hotel 
at Laleham — ^vhen she stayed there with your husband." 

She sat upri^t. Her face was tense. She said : " That's 
not true. . That is not true. That woman wasn't Irana. It 
couldp’t be ! " 

" It could be* and it was,” said Callaghan. " She dyed 
her hair blonde specially for the occasion." His grin was 
cynical. 

But the letter," she said. " The anonymous letter said 
that the woman was an ugly blonde. No one could describe 
Irana as ugly." * 

" Listen to me," said Callaghan. " Most of ny ideas are 
based on guesses — but I’m a good gnesser, and there are a lot 
of facts to back the guesses up. Consider the position in ^ 
first place^ You ask your husband for a divhroe and he w<m't 
give you (me. His reasons don’t matter. Well . . «.• I bet 
you talked that over with Irana, didn’t you ? I bet you told 
her ^ about it an<^ asked 1^ advke." 

She sdid slowly : " Yes ... I did. %S.,was staying with 
‘US af Ma 3 rfield. I told her a// about it. She ;}aid she'd spmk 
to Artnur. She said she might be able to ponSltakle him. 
She •• • 

Caliban interrupted. " All ri§^t," he saM. " So bana 
‘ was going to penfhade him. And ^ suggested that it mi|^ 
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* b«&4l8)OAthis«if]waiN^ 
lift to Aillmr withoot Ilk being aiiaii^^ 

Rit&t?" 

. . . tlMt is idNK^^ibely dgbt." 4w wM. ** I utot 
sirsjr. S thoaii^ it would be & good idea.'* <« 

Celhuj^n tmuw his dgawtte stub in the fire bdihid U|li« 
He fluid : '* It W!U«n’t u bad idee. And it was*a dama good 
6M fiKHBfl Iruiia's pcant ot view. Wdl . . . wbdst you weab 
away you wrote a letter to liana. You told her that yuaCd 
made up your mind to leave Denys. Yen thought it Would 
be difficult to get any satisfactmy financial settlmiaflnt out of 
him. He'd had most of your money and you wwn mtfsy 
about that. So much so that you lost your point of view for 
a little while. You suggested in that letter ffiat H might be 
a good idea lot you to take the Coronet with you when you 
len. But in the meantime liana had got an idea or so too. 
She gets same Venice ideas, that ]roang woman. ..." 

" What idea did ^e get ? " ^e asked. Her eyes, large and 
intense, were concentrated on his face. 

Callaghan grinned. " She got the big idea that she would 
many Denys," he said. " She suddenly saw herself us his 
wife. Denys is a tough proposition, and she needed someone 
tough to look after her. There were one or two peo^ in 
London who weren't particularly pleased with her. .jthere 
might be more than one or two. ..." * 

said : " How terrible. So she did that. She knew 
that before she could many Arthur there must be a divorce, 
^e knew that——" 

Calh^an interrupted again. " She knew thit if she could 
persoacK Denys to go ofi with her to a hotel, that would pro- 
vide the necessary evidmce. Denys trusted her. He 
certainly did not think that she would arrange that you found 
out about it." 

She said "• This is quite terrible. Would you, give me a 
dgarotto. please ? " 

He gave her a cigarette. He went on; " Having ^leot her 
fmtni^t with Denys at Laleham,. the ne^ thing is to let you 
Iqmw about it. , inen you're going to' stkrb youf divone 
acti<m. That'f where D^ Sirac came in. Inna knehr De 
Skac pretty well— too well 1 diould think. She ananged 
lum that he should send you that ammyrnous note. But 
her identity wastobeconoeatod. She didn't intend that yon ' 

should know that $A« had been the woman uC the case. SoUhe 

• • 




iplM vith tM drtAx^ptkm.'* . 

.QillaghaivBt a IreriS dgawtte. Somewhw^ in. 11^ jBat a 
oiiimed aa6 o'dook. « 

**TlxmyoaPi$!wyva scant usoai {niyste detectinMi 1» 
CtOaghan went on. " They carried out the OM^ 
liKecedare. They took one of your pnotographs with thwn 
ehd swlEed the h^d4{)eople if you were the woma whphad 
stayed with Denys. Of coarse the answer was no. So idle 
woman is just another unknown woman oo<eiqp«nde]it. 
Iraaa Imew that in no drcumstances cpuld Dmys thB 
action. He couldn't do that for her sake. So it’s going to 
be an undefended suit and when it's all over ihe’s going to 
marry him. That's uhat she thought . . . imll ... it 
didn't come off." ' 


She asked : " What do you think haptpmgd ? *’ '* 

Odlaghan said : " Denys changed his mind. In the mean* 
tiim he'd met another girl friend— a woman named Jtdiette 
de Mmgues who, oddly enough, was a blonde and pldn in a 
voy attractive sort of way. De Longues had money. And 
Den 3 rs wanted money. She was prepared to pay to be the 
mistie^ of Mayfield Place, and the proposition aiq)ealed to 
Denys. So that Was that. He told Irana just where she got 
off.* He told her that^here was nothing doing." 

Callaghan drew on his cigarette. 

^ " 1 bet she went off the deep end," he said. " Can't you 
wjsualise that scene ? 1 can. Irana must have been as mad 


as hell. She probably threatened Denys'with everything she 
could think of. But what could she do ? And he held a 


' trump card. He probably told her that if she tried to make 
any trouble for him he'd tell you about the I^ddham inddait 
and about her littb plot. Even Irana coaldn'^ bear the 
thought of ^t, so ^e had to stand for it and like it. Chily " 
—Callaghan soiled cynically—" she didn't like it.* So 
’.thoof^t up another ^little sweme." ^ 

^'mo^ aditffe in her coair. She saidX " So it's going 
to be dven worse. ..." ^ 

Callaghan saw the tgats in her eyes. " I'm MraiidrSfc«is/* he 
said. *' The skny certainly doesn’t improve as it goes on. 
But it’s got to be faced, and the sooner we gat it over the 
better’ for everyone— including Irana." 
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' Sbii’ssid: " I fed tibat I’m begba^; 4a Fm 
to think <af ho: almost iw a. straaigeo^ ineOAr- 
hatdol stranga-. . . , ” ' 

. "That's a good idea," aaid Callai^n dbeorlu^. It^ 
probably make thit^ easier for you." (' 

She nodded miserably. She said : " Please go oa. , >.rd 
l&e to hear tiie worst.*’^ 

" 'Wanted to get her own back on Datys/' said 
Callaghan. " But even m<He than that die anuited mon^jr^ 
a lot of mohey. I rather fancy de cotatemplated going oft 
somewhere. ^ she decided to steal the Coronet, £iew 
the comlnnation of the safe and somehow or oda she'd got a 
Jafy to Ma 3 rfibeld. So she fixed with her boy friend De Shac 
to do the job. She promised to pay him two hundred and 
Mty pounds down and a like sum when she had the Coronet. 
But de reckoned without one thing. She reckoned without 
De Sirac." 

Callaghan inhaled tobacco smoke deep into his lungs and 
exhated slowly. He went on : 

" De Sirac took the first two hundred and fifty pounds, went 
down to Mayfield, stole the Coronet and came back with it. 
He blew he wasn’t taking very much of a chance. If any* 
thing had gone wrong the story was going to be that he was 
doing it for you on Irana’s instructions. After all de hnd the 
letter from you saying you contemplated d<^g it. ' But when 
De Sirac had the Coronet safely back ih his room he proceeded 
to double-cross Irana. He told her he didn't intend to* part 
with it unless he got a very large sum of money. 

" That put her in f spot. But not for long. - She conceived^ 
the quite clever idea of dyeing her hair back to its original 
colour, coming to me, saying she was Mrs. ^ula Denys and 
getting me to retrieve the Coronet. I should think that the 
thousand de gave me was just about her last. 

" Her idear rdally was good," said Callaghan, " because if 
f^imy astute secretary hadn't noticed that her hair was dyed 
'^ick to beunette, I should never have checked on her and de 
stood a chance of getting away^with it« ^though it wasn't 
very much of a,chwce.'' « o . 

■ " Why note? ” she aded. " Why- wasn't it of 'a 
chance'?'^' c 'i 

" De Sirac," said Callahan. He flicked his stub 

into the fireidace. " I got the Coronet from De Ssbicjand.l 
was a Ihtle rough in the process. Now bte was reall^'kngty. 



.iietmcimi9KM«aW«Hben,altwI'd9e«Blia^ sbe'<f 
. fl»d« her pcisttjr little coofessioa, I wi^t hack add told him 
idiat ste iateai^ to rettim the Coronet. ' 

"Von mean De Sitae didn't believe that?*’ dte said. 
" He lmew,she was trjdng to bluff him ? " 

VFkeds^/' said Calhkghaa. "Personally; 1 tiabk that 
Ir^ and De»Sirac were a pair of first-clam disahft-ciossers. 
If they’d only played sti^ht with eadi*oiheS' they nffg^t 
have had a <&uQice. But it just wasn't in their nature." 

" 'What did De Sitae do ?" she asked. 

" It was a perfectly simide matter for him." said Callaehan. 
" All he had to do was to get in touch with l>en]ya and ask him 
if the Coronet was back at Mayfield. Denys discovered that 
it had gone. Now De Sirac knew that Irana stiff had the 
Coronet, and he would probal^ have turned his attentions 
to her and tried a little furthra nlackmail, but something dse 
happened. He got another idea. A big idea. Can’t you 
guess ? ’’ 

She nodded slowly. She said ; " I think sd. I think I see 
what you mean." 

’’ De Sirac saw the assessors’ notice in The Times,*' said 
Calla gh an. " He knew that Denys had claimed on the in- 
surance company. He knew that Denys didn’t give a damn 
about Ae Coronet being stolen. It was over-insured and be 
wantra the money. I also imagine that Den 3 rs had a pretty 
good idea as to who was really behind stealing the Coronet ; 
but. he wanted to think it was you, and I’ve always been 
careful to let him think that it was you, and that anyway 
> that was going to be my story and that I’d stick to it. In 
bu:t.’* Calh^han continued, ’’ he gave me a thousand just to 
continue ffunking along those lines. He doesn’t like you very 
much, does he ? ’' 

She looked at him. She seemed faintly amused. She said : 

’’ There’s just one little point we seem to tmye overlooked. 
It seems tnat all along 3 Km’ve been helping ever^de, mending 
my husband, to prove that / took the Coronet. Do^yoo’ think 
I might know my ? I feel it would be awfully* unfair if I 
were'anasted^^utteVrqpgftflly at the instigation of my own 
privafte detective— Mr. Callaghan, of Callhghan Invest^- 
tions I • ^ ^ 

■ Calhfhan grinned at her. He said; " Please takn my word 
that yon needn’t worry about that. 'YoD’ff know all the 
‘answers to thats one- i»rbbably sotmer than you e]Q>ect. 
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' WflfMttnm I dWQld tbi^ I^r4 law 

story. W*bawc^fotostoflWteii8[y»t.'’ .' " 

She said: ‘'Soit'sgeiiigto heevcttnMKWtsttl^ . 

He nodded. ^'Tliiam began to ha}^ now/* lie SA||i > 
*' First (d an Irana saw tbat notice in The Timet, or, If ||| 
didn't, D(! Siiac let her Ifiaov all about it. She was 
Oe Sitae. Hewqipan8Hty|detoolw(alc,aad%hekiiawlM>*4 
stop at aotbhw mwa he got goit^. Also dhe was ftotous at 
the idea that l^ys—who had givmi her such a iicw dea}«f 
should be going to coDect the insurance momy'^ 
“^li/hatdid^edo? " asked Faula Denys. 

" She joined f^Hoes again with De ^rae,” said CaHaj^wto. 

*' I’m f»atty certain that She suggested to him that, having 
regard to the fact that Denys h^ved-~or wanted to believe 
—that the Coronet had been «taken by his wife, it might he a 
good idea to suggest to him that unl^ be handed over some 
of the insurance money— when it was paid— he, De Sirac, 
might suggest ^o the insurance company that tim theft had 
hem a put-up job between you and Denys. After ah, that 
latter of yours to Jrana might sup^rt such a titeory." 

'* This is quite awful/' she said. " I can hardly bdieve 
that Irana could do things like this. It seems incredible." 

" Wdl, it isn't inct^ble,” said Callaghan. " It’s just 
plain, honest fact, and the proof of all that was that«ilmba 
intended to return the Coronet to someonb who would be 
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stoiai at your instigation. She returned it to me," he went 
on. " I’ve got it. And afto: that, I think I ot^ht to have 
a whisky and soda- I haven't talked so much (or years 1 " • 
She got up ; poured* him a fresh drink. Callaghan watched 
her. 


He said : " Really I didn’t want the drink so much as to 
see you move. You’re a very graceful person, aren’t you ? " 
She brought him the whisky and soda. She said ; " You’re 
the most amating person, Mr. CaUagban. You come to my 
fiat in the<early hours of the morning. You tell me the most 
extraordinary stories which, unf^rtunatejy,^ I believe to be 
true. And men yfia cdl me that you like to see>me diove." 

* Callaghan saj^d : “ Whji not ? Why Ehouldn’t a jxlvate 
detective hhve a sense of b^uty ? " • 

She said : "A sense of beauty won’t help you very much 
in this case, will itf So Irana brought ba<x the Coronef to 
you?' Wiy-did flie tto that?" . ‘ / 


» Vail 0(0 0* , . 

. m U uw* «M% iqlBiBded t«f f«t*ra iSiAl CnoMt 

ii«t 4 ^ fMt die didn’t thittfc iiMt ^ 

*wae atiim tiy.to doabfe-craas De Skacu Bat dia Aod to 
wwu It, « # 

' &»i8k«d: “Why?” , 

Odiac^baO add : *' She aav De Sirac oa tiM night ho wo$ 
OMudOMd. So die decided to letam thoCononet to me (ho 
not day/^ 

She said hoandy k " You taean-o-^ “ 

Callaghan said ; “ 1 mean anything you like. If your'ie 
addng me nvfaether Irana kiOed De Sirac, I say it's iiuite 
possii^. In point of fact she had eveary nmtive for doing so. 
There was someth^ else too," said CaUaghan'-~’“ooinewiiig 
that’s not at all nice." • 

She looked at him. She said : " I’ve heard so mudi that’s 


terrible to-night, I don’t think there is an 3 rthing else that I 
couldn’t hear," , • 

“ I’m going to tdl you something." said Callaghan, " Ky 
assistant— Windemere NikoUs — discovered the Oe Shac 
murder quite a time before we let the police know. I had 
my own reasons for wanting that time lag. I went round and 
I saw the body. I was there in the small hours of tire morning. 
De Si^ hadn't been dead for very long. Stuck under the 
blottear where tUb police would have fotmd it when they 
searched, was the second p^e of your letter to ]janarH(he 
original letter you wrote saying that you contemplated taloog 
. the Cormet." 

. She said : • My God 1 Are you suggesting ^ 

that there, and if she did that " 

Callaghan said : " I’m suggesting just that. Somebody 
left that letter there and they left only the second page. Do 
you know why ? " 

She saidj " No. Tell me why." • • * 

" The hrst page," said Callagh^, " would bear thonattie 
of the person to whom the lett^ was addressed. Xhe secoad 
page merely says 'my dej^ ’ in the text Dmi’t you see 
you’re tlft pesson 'vmo «ras supposed to U^ve emdc^fed De 
^Siracto^steal the Denys Coronet. jHhe suggestion that 
' you knew him. Tha^ page of letter might haw been jivrittm 
by you to hha,i The words ' my dear ’ would nnufy indicate 
that'lwshibly you were another of his lady hyends." 

She' looked at iiim, not moving. ^ seemed onable to 
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Sbe said : “ And you think IranA did. tbBt } $im, 
mat be the most ten^ woman in the worid."- • *’ * 

GaiDagbansaid: "She may not have done it. If Idw didn’t, . 
there’s mily one way she's going to save heiself.” 

She "What is it?^ • 

Callagl)|an said : " Idmi’t think I want to discuss that 
you at the mom^t. We’ve talked enough fdr to-ni^t. I 
think you’ve got a pretty good idea of the position.’’ 

Sbesaid: " YeSiIthiiwIhave. And vdutt about my own 
position ? It doesn’t seem awfully secure, does it— 4fter vdiat 
you’ve said ? ’’ 

Callaghan grinned at her. He said : “ I told you 1 was 
loddng after your interests. If you don't think you’re safe, , 
mwbe you’d like to em^y somebody else.’’ 

The expres^n on his face brought a smile to her lips. Sie 
said : ” Up to the moment I cannot say I’m quite dissatisfied. 
Even if I don’t like you very much, you certainly seem to 
know your bi^ess, Mr. Callaghan." 

Callaghan said : " Thank you very mndi. To be serious 
for a moment — I think possibly to-morrow I sball ask you to 
come down to my office. There might be some other peojde 
thm. If I do ask you to come, leave the talking to me ; 
agree with what I say. Our story is this : You originally 
wrote that letter to Irana. You were angry with 
husband. You intended to take the Conntet when you Idt 
Mayfield Place. You were put on to He Sirac who agreed to 
do the job for you. You supplied him with the combination 
of the safe wMch you knew, and a key to Mayfield Place. . 
He Sirac took &e Coronet, but when he had at he wouldn’t 
give it to you. He tried to blackmail you, so you came to me. 

I got the Coronet back. I've had it ever since. You under- 
stand that ? ’’ 

She said : " Yes, I understand." She looked at him. Her 
expression was, quuzical. She said: "I musi^ trust you 
ratii^oa lot to agree to all this, mustn’t I ? I don’t know 
what’s in,your mind, but somehow inside me I’ve gD( an idea 
that you’re being pofectly straight wi& me; that you’re 
doing the best you can fw me." Perha^ °thfr ideals wrong, 
but 1 hope it iSi’t. I’m trusting you because I’ve, ^ to 
trust yqu.* I’^ got to lew on somebody." 

Calla gh a n said : " That’s all ri^t. If ytm’ve got to lekn 
on somebody you’d better lean on me. There’s n6 reason 
why you shouldn’t start now, Mrs. Denys.” < % smiled At her. 
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' « S9ld r " ^ven at a diainatic time film this faai eeate 
at hwttour is rather iofectbos. What Ixadly did yott maaii 
by that, Mr. Callaghan?’' 

Re said : " I would much rath«r demonstrate than ex{iiain« 
let me tiio^ you. ...” * 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
akythikg but the truth 

Detecttve-Insfector Marrick, who had been too busy to 
eat lunch, but who was not woAying too mudbi about thefact 
walked slowly down the corridor towards Lammin^s room. 
Marrick was in a thoughtful mood ; at the same time thne 
was a look of near-complacency on his face. • . 

He pushed open the door of his colleague’s room, went 
inside. Lamming was sitting at his desk, smoking a cigazette. 
Marrick thought he looked bored. 

Lamming said : “ Well . ... and how is it with you ? ” 
Marrick* put his hat down on a table. He said : “ I'm 
begin^g to be iieally rather interested in this De Sirac thing. 
Nothing adds up. Apd when nothing adds up something is 
likriy to emerge.” 

Lamming shrugged his shoulders. " I'm glad you feel so 
' good about it,” he said. ” 1 wish I felt the same way — about 
uie Coronet.’* . • 

“ So it's like that 1 ” said Marrick. He sat down in the 
chair opposite Lamming’s desk. He went on : ” So you don’t 
feel you’re doing so well ? " 

Lamming said : " I'm not doing anything After our talk 
with the Jigger what can I do ? All I do is nafig^ound and 
twiddle my thumbs until something happens.” ** 

The other nodded. He said : " Well, believe if or not, I 
think sogrething hac hwpeaed.” He lit % cigarette. ” I've 
been^digging &to this De Sirac's past — a nasty sort of bloke. 
' But one interesting fact emeiges. %He used to ge| around a 
great deal wi& a <^ain Irana Faveley. She usea to go and 
. see him a lot.* I think they were pretty thick.” 

• Lamming nod^. Re said : So what ? ” 

,, ” Don’t be im^tient.” Marrick flicked the ash off his 
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‘titered ‘‘lratw!i^wd«vistlMsd^o{]iri/l!l^ 
iSw do TOO Ufce tlial^one? *’ ‘ » < 

IjsmiBffig <Kl)istl^ He said: that ^ Mtenaftlaiilt 

i'ihi.t do m do alwttt that ? ” 

Manidk ahid : '* I’m not doing anvihing at toe txMnNRth 
' Bnt it's funny, isn't it ? " * 

" Very fanny," 'Lamming replied. " I——" He stop;^ 
speaking as the tdephone jangled. He totdc oft the receiver ; 
said 'who he 'was. He listened. , 

First his face ^owed surprise ; thm a certain joy. Still 
listening carefully, he raised his eyebrows at Maniclc. Sventu- 
ally he hung up the recei'ver. He said : 

" I think this is my lucky day." 

Marrick said : " What's the story ? " 

Lamming said : " Not at the moment. Just now you push 
ofi. You smoke a couple of cigarettes and let me get at a 
t3rpewriter. When I've finished, I’ve rather got an idea that 
evm The Jigger is going to tell us to stop hanging around 
and get a move on. Incidentally ” — ^he grinned joyfully 
— " I think we might even have Callaghan where we want 
him." 

"That,” said Marrick, "would please me a great deal. 
I’ve been hearing a lot about Mr. Callaghan. Hes a clever 
one — ^that one. He’s sailed so near the wind on half a*dozen 
occasions that I’m surprised he hasn’t,gone overboard." . 

Lamming said : " Don’t worry. This is the time wh^n I 
think he goes overboard. Just leave me in peace, will you ? ” 
Marrick said " All right. But I’m curious. I'll be back in 
half an hour.” ' i 
" That'll be long enough,” said Lamming. 

He went over to the typewriter table and sat down at the 
machine. He began to type : 

ipfA September, 1945. 

Criminal InvestigatioH Department, 
New Scotland Yard. ' 

• , « . 

fNTEIt-OFFICB JifEMO. 

From : DetecHm-Jnspectoi^H. G. Lamming, 

To : GMtf Detective-Jnspector G. H. P: GringgM. 

Having raard to onr last conversation on the DenyS'Cofonet 
matter, I feel I should cedi your immedUde att^ion to these fads 
which have been reported tome id tfmee o'clocn this afternoon ijn. 
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M*’* .SUfllurd (Savmr iSmn^ M«iu^tr t>f ii 

Com M ut ^ IimramA <iiH^ I ^ <<! 

^ (s) It appears Oat at tetrihirfy this m»r 0 iji; 
ifikolk, ivho appears to he ChQ Jlsswitoivf ia C( 0 ii 0 taa 
CMukan Jkmtigatioas, tdephoned Mr. CerwM ariiimiggeatmji 
iM%r. Cidte^JioH might like to iiUerviaw Mhk Meetlw astid‘'g 
^ W thomam poutti temri apoertised by Ipe Assessors i» tke^ 
er^aal Times afy/ertisemant was st^ payaUe in respect d 
new or fresh information as to the wheroaiauts of the skips': 
Coronet. • 

Mr. Cervase, who, as you know, has already beett in tanck 
with this Department with reference to the Coronet, considered it 
advantageous to receive any further informoHou thtd mig^ be 
forthcoming, and therefore, whilst not exactly promising emy*f 
thing, he mowed himsdfto suggest that in certam dreumstances ’ 
the Insurance Company mi^ stiU be jkepared to make emir 
ex gratia payment tn respect of any i^Ue information wkUh>) 
would euAide the Coronet to he recovered. • 

(2) Mr. NikoUs then suggested that Mr. Callaghan himself 
would call and see Mr. Gervase, and at 12.30 to-day Callaghan . 
went down to the Insurance Co.'s offius in Graceckurck Street 
and saw Mr. Gervase, 

(3) Callaghan was careful 'to siggest to Mr. Gervase that any 
convemaiion between them must be absolutely confidential and, 
whff,st not promising this, Mr. Gervase indicaUd tfuit there could 
be no possible reason for his making public any dwcusskm, as 
naitiraUy the Insurance Co. were only interested in : 

(a) the return of the Coronet to its rightful owner, or 

(b) the payment of the claim. , • 

Callaghan then asked why the claim mm not already beenpaid, 
to which Mr. Gervase replied that in the first place the Com^ny 
did not consider that si^fident time had elapsed for (he police to 
have a chance to investigate thoroughly and, secondly, that an 
anonymous letter had been sent to the Company suggesting that , 
they would be very foolish to pay the claim until further^vesti- . 

K ‘ * nhad been made. [We of course know that thii anof^ymous 
■ was wrUletk on special paper supplied to Callaghan In* 
yestigatiSns ttnd on a •typewriter used iitjhat organisatiom. 
'This information, however, has not^as you kn^, been made to 
know Mr. Gervase.) • * • 

(4) jCaSe^um then suggested that " aU things be^ egued . 
.{Mr,, Gervtfse says this was the actual expression used by 
Callaghan^ and n ohvioud^ suggested to him that CaUa^han ■ 
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mtani if ike fftousatd pounds ftwnrd tm sM 
{Ca^han) nt^htbemapositi(mmtkina8horttimtoarnusg$ 
th«i the Coronet should be handed over fo the Insunmce Conipmiy ' 
for return to fis rightful owner. 

(>|) Mr. Gervase was of course curious as to hSm CdUagpum 
teas in a position to make such a statement, to i^iieh CaUe^hum 
replied that he wa^making no definite promise but, having regard 
to certain information which had come into his possession he 
thot^ht that there was a very ^ood ihanep, wiOtin a matter of 
days, of the Coronet being available for return. 

Mr, Gervase then suggested that if ^is were so, he had no 
doubt his Company would behave in the proper manner. 

This seemed to satisfy Mr. Callaghan, took his leave after 
saying that he hoped to communicate with Mr. Gervase withtn a 
few days. * 

As soon as possible Mr. Gervase communicated this informa- 
tion to me. 

I shall be glad, having regard to the above, of your further 
advice andjor instructions. 

H. G. Lamming, 

Detedive-Inspector. 

Having completed this work Lamming lit a cigarette and 
smoked peacefully for a few minutes whilst he re-rebd the 
copy he had just typed. , . 

Life, he thought, was not so bad after all. 

At a quarter to four, in response to a telephmiic message ' 
from Chief Detective-InspectOT Cringall, Married and Lamming 
went up to his office. 

They found the Jigger smoking his short briar pipe, busily 
engaged in drawing a bunch of grapes on his blotto. 

He said : " Sit down and let's talk this thing over. I've 
read your rtpdrt'. Lamming, and I think it's very interesting. 
\i^t*kre ypur ideas about it ? " 

Lamming said : " I haven't any ideas really, Mr. Grin^all, 
except that evety^iing seems to {x>int in^the same ^freetion. 
Incidentally, Mairick here has a littSe infomlalion which, 
alttiongh it may iK>t matter a great deal, might constitute 
a sort of tie-up between the Coronet ca$e and the murder of 
De Sitae." 

Gringall raised his eyebrows. He said : “ Yes ? TVhat is 
it, Maxrick ? " . . 
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’ • llftridc aild : “ I tdd Lanunteg eailier aftenioM if 
bad tFaced a oonnectioii with ]>e Stic and a Mtaa Itaoa 
Favdejr. Miss Favtsle^ is Mrs. Paula Denys' siatet'." 

Giiugall drew on hn p4>^. He said : " Fancy diat now 1 
that does kibk as if it might be stnoething, doesn't it ?« Exoept 
fhit it doeaa’I exactly prove anything^oes it ? •What do 
you want to do, Lamndng ? " • 

lamming shrugged his shoulders. He said: "Wdl, sir, 
wi& all respect to wmi, I think it's about time we got after 
thw Callaghan. I mink that he's bdng a little bit too clever. 
You've read my report. You saw what the general manager 
of the Globe and Consolidated sa 3 rs. It's my consida^ 
opinum that Callaghan knows where that Coronet is. iWt 
beii^ so, he's been withholding information — ^weU, thNe are 
three or four things we could git him on, You know that as 
wdl as I do." 

Gringall said : " You mean it might be a good thing to put 
^ screw on Callaghan ; that he might be inchaedto tidk, hav- 
ing regard to the fact that we know he's gime to the insurance 
company and suggested that diey give him some mon^? " 

Lamming said : " That's what I mean, sir." 

Gringall exsmiined the bovd of his pipe. He tapped down 
the tobacdb with his thumb, re-lit it. He said : 

" Lfeten, you'm handling this case. Lamming, and I don't 
waot to stop you doin^ anything you want to do. But it lodes 
to me as if all this busmess is a little too obvious. Do you see 
what I mean ? " He looked at the two ofGicers. 

• ^ Marrick shook ^ head. "Candidly, sir," he said, "I 
don't. I do^ quite know what you mean* by too obvious. 
But it looks to me as if from our point of view it's r^vious 
enough. As I see it Callaghan knows where the Coronet is, 
and as I see it there's some tie-up between the Coronet 
robb^ and De Sirac. Callaghan h^ an appointment with 
De Sirac on the day that he was murdered.* drana Favdey 
is sister to the wife of the owner of the Coronet and Hu was 
friradly*with De Sirac. We know Callaghan* sent tha(' 
anonymqps letter t« the Globe and Consolmted sug^BSting 
that ihw duhildn’t pa^ the claim. Welt, why does he do 
that ? *£[0 does it bmause he doesn't want^he claim paid 
because if it'sjaid hh's not going to get his thouswd pounds 
.reward.. Posably he didn't know where the Coronet was at 
<tfaat time, but jra had an idea that he naght know. He 
.wanted to stall for time." 
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* (Mlligail ‘'Ilolk»w,*'h«*i^ 'j,* 

'* The next move id the game i$/* l(«h^ dWtihti^edl 
GaSaghan agaiaUy finds out where the CorcstMt is« or nl |||(d 
he gets ajjd ty good idea, h«t he's not quite oertuia itsd* 
what thrillptioa is with regard to tire inswanae C(Ma | »iW^ 
Now bifimust have lowwn that the company wo^ haws aspA 
to ns. He's uncestain as to whether thW're stal gomg to paw 
him ite them's only one thwg be «an do* nwo 

got to ny and find out, so heroes down and sees <»emae. 

the interview very tactfuBy.” * * 

li«||fea11 nodded. " That's pretty good reasoamg, MStricli:,’' 
he saw. “ And 1 suppose the idea is now that Lamming asm 
Callaghan and tells him that he dther talks or there mifht 
be a charge of ‘withholding mfonnation' on the Coronet 
thing ? " • 

Marrick said: "We might even blnfi a little, sir, and 
suggest there might be a ' withholding information ’ charg# 
on the lie Siaac murder. 1 wouldn't be surprised if Mr. 
Callaghan didn't know a little bit more about that than he’s 
let cm." 

Gringall said: " Neither would I.” He got up, walked to the 
window. He stood looking out, his hands clasped behind his 
back. After a minute he turned, came back to thb desk, sat 
on the edge of it. He said : , « 

" There^ just one thing we’ie forgetting. We're forgetting 
that Callaghan's not such a fool as that." He took his pipe 
out of his mouth, looked at it for a moment, put it back agaw 
He said : " Once on a time — ^in that Riverton murder thing — j 
you remember that, Lsmming, some years ag(^I thought I 
had Callaghan sew^ up. I thought I had him in the bag, 
but 1 hadn’t. He’d left a little hole to wriggle out of." He 
hdd up bis hand as Lamming began to speak. He said: 

" You listen to me. I'm perfectly certain that Callaghan 
knew that •anoiiymous letter would be traced back to Ms 
office.** I’m, perfectly certain chat he intended it should be, 
and I'm perfectly certain of something else too." • 
Lamming said " You meaq, srr, that this mterview 
with the general.manager of the inShrance cohipany k Mso 
phoney." . , # . ‘ 

Gringall nodded. "That’s what 1 mean. I'm perfectly 
certain that Callaghan knew that Gervase waJ gomg to g^ . 
through to you and tell you aU about ,it as socm as he ooMd,. 
Callaghan wanted you to know." * .* 





' *Ui)fttitSag ‘MMd : '* jUl light, air, W wafihai as to IcAow. 
^11^. fil6 devil's Iw ida^ 

Isritivall said: "Don't .ask «ie>, hdtSiiSe {,#a't knew. 
Blit he's playing at soaiethin)|^Cafagh^^ 4g 
iMgtoinalvwyviidL -mm 
m a nod (to. And most of the things hedkOS Wl 
vMfiBy mtenora to create situations at soree time or otiMt. 
Halt's his tsehnique. Callaghan sddom Wastes a lot af tktie 


knew. 


happen to us if we did that. He tdls them half tratk sad 
hau lies. He talks to them. He creates situations into whkih 


thw walk and from whidh thw find difficulty in escaping 
without giving sotnithing a.wa.'f.’’ 

Gringall sat down in his chair, picked tip his pendl and 
legan to draw a banana. He said : " I still braeve he’s 
preparing the ground for something, but he's got to move 
pretty quickly, hasn't he ? He's get to do stunething fairly 
soon. Ikm't you agree, Lamming ? ” ' 

Lamming asked : “ VS^y, sir ? " 

Gringall said : " He's practically suggested that he kimws 
wh»e the Coronet is. If my idea is right he was certain when 
he told Gervase, ^hat Gervase would come through and tdl 
us. . If Callaghan doesn't do something within a mattw of a 
day or two he knows we've got to move, and I don't think 
he’d like that. You know, believe it or not, that gentleman 
^as a very great resect for the police." 

Marrick saia gloomily : " I'm gbd to hear ft." 

The telephone bell on Gringall's desk jangled. Gringall 
■ took (ffi the receiver. He said : HeUo I " Then he loo!^ 
at Marrick and Lamming. He grinned. He said into the 
telephcme : " Good afternoon, Slim. I wondered when yon 
were goingfto ring up ! ” • • • 


• 

Effie fhompson came into Callaghan’6 office. *Sbe said : 
“ Two pqlice offieere — ^Mr. Gringall and Ijfx. Lamming-^~are 
here, Jffir. Calllghan." * • 

Callaghan said cheerfully : " Show them in, l^ffie.” He 
got up, walkq;! towffids the door. He was freshly shaved, 
.wearing, a neat blue suit, a blue silk shirt, a Made tie with a 
small.pearl in it. . * ' 

Gringall and Lamming came in. Callaghaa said i " I’m 


vfz • tpny wxvBK sat 

' ^vny 'gbkd to' see you, gimtleiiiai. bi lact, t 
think I’ve ever beAa mon glad to see polibe. offioecsl*' 
^nailed at them. HSs expresskm was faanlc ‘ end * 
sincere. 

Grinin said: ’‘Weli . . . I’m glad to heai^that, Shn. 

I must say I’ve been a bit wonied about yqu— 4md so Ims 
L amming." m > 

" Sit dovm,” said Callaghan, " and smoke." He prodqoed 
cigarettes. He went on : " I’m expecting Mrs. Denys’ toe 
any minute now. When I fixed this appointment with you 
I asked her to come because I wanted her to hear everytmng 
Fve got to say. It concerns her and it might save her a lot 
tA b<^er some other time." 

laimming settled back m his diair. He took a Icmg lo<^ 
at Callaghm. He thot^ht : 'You look just as clever as they 
say you are. I wmider what you’re going to try and pull on 
us now. How you're going to t^ and get out of that ancmy* 
mous letter and the interview with Gervase. It’s gdng to be 
very interesting. 

He said : " I can do with all the help I can get, Hr. 
Callaghan. This thing hasn’t been easy. And there's a new 
point arisen, too, which Mr. Gringali said I might discuss with 
you if I wanted to. My ccdleagues Mairick who’s Working on 
the De Sirac murder, thinks there may be S 9 me sort of tie-up 
between that and tto Coronet job." 

Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. That might be so," 
he said, " but at the moment I’m only ooncemra with tte 
Coronet." 

Lamming said casually : " You know sonlething about 
that?" 

Callagto^ grinned. " I know a lot about it,” he said. 

" I've got it. It’s in the safe over there." 

Lamming said nothing. He looked very surprised. 

CaUaghan lit a cigarette. He went on : " You know I’ve 
beeniniather a ^t ^oe this case started. Life can be very 
diffioult fos' a private detective. There are times when he 
doesn’t quite mow what to do He’s got to thusk of his ' 
client’s interests «4nd he’s also got to be careful of gf^ting 
entangled witl^ the law. , You can understand that ? ’’ He 
looked at GringaJl and then at Lamming' He was smiling 
pleasantly. ^ 

Gringali said : " Few a private detective Wbo doesn't want 
to get entangled with the law you’ie looSdng very happy. 



, 1iwt'« bcemim. y^in yjS» • |e 

.ccp&iA^?^ He gripafed.^ij; .’^i|hirilia^i|.! 


tiniutt*! frohablv tbe snsoAji*' aiiMjCwteghw^,: 

grt ai^!flm^<M tfly )C<»iBcfenbc in thwafeit,*; ■. . 

, JScvdi^ bi»« nio» <iie^ 

vseiCknock at tbe door. Effie IJioinpeOQ fmat iji. 
SM^said^ " |}eo3ns is lir. CaUi^^iiMat’'^ 

CkOot M'ft ;' “ Adt her to come ia.” 

Paula Desys caine*iato the office. Site was wearing a bl|^ 
Parian hunb coat ova a grey coat and skirt GtixtgaflLidrim 
at her quickly. He was thinking that it was a loi^ thiie 
. since he’d seen such a heautiiul woman. 


Calla gh an said : " Mrs. Denys, this is Qud Driectiv^ 
Inspector GringallrM^ old Mend of mine, even if he un’t 
always aurare of the fact — and Detec^ive-faspector 
who is the officer in diaige of the Denys Coronet IniabeaB. 
Gentiemen, this is my client, Mrs. Paula Dens^.” He pulled 
forward an armchair for her. He went on : 


" Sit down, Mrs. Denys, ^oke a cigarette and relax. I 
wanted you to come here because I wanted you to hear what 
I’ve got to say to these officers.” 

Lamming said amiably : "1 eiqject this Imsineas has been 
a yrangr to you, Mrs. Denys.” 

She said : ” Mhch too much of a worry. I shall be. v»y 
glad when it’s all over.” 

Callaghan said dieeifully : " It’s all over now I think.” 
^He went on : ” I think I’d better start at the b^inning ; give 
^you the whol* story as I know it. If you want to am any 
questions you can ask them." 

Gringall said : ” I think that'd be a good idea.” 

Paula Denys looked at Callaghan. He sat in the big diair 
behind his desk, his hands lying on the desk in firont of him. 
He was pij^ised, smiling, immaculate. Sbe<bagsgi to feel a 
certain admiration for Callaghan. She thou|$t : I wmd^ 
what yqp’re going to do about all this mess. Mother you 
' . are clever enougi^ to deal Mth it. She feh a strange con* 
fidoi^ that he wouSi deal With it. She felt her heart beathig 
a Uttle/astor. 

Trimming sat bolt upri|^t in lus chair. liis*Biiad was 
Working earily and well. He thought : You’re going tori^ 
' up sombwhoe, Callaghan, and when you do I'll hhw you. 
You’ve goi to slipi,up. * You’U never get out of that Gecvaae 
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^ boalMBs, sod dawo yo» «W* **»*. f^fSt 
ywt ♦ . * - ** ^^*. 

(kingdl wished be «MdB{ %b ^ He' iMhxM ti . 
Ce^hsttcesDalfy. Hetlwo^^: it^goingtolwliih^^ 
to see hpw yva tliisi. Bit yev've got jweM^eg «|> ijiiMit 
sleeve. We'U see . , . , 

Callagheaseid: "AUtyiL WeU, I diet id 
with Mie. Beays becdnee w tskeA me to investigate the thot 
that her husband was soKweed to have stayedittea llBt4 at 
Lalehain with a womaii. She was ooosidqtn^' a divntoe. you 
see." He stabbed oat his dgaiette end ; took a^frah one 
trmn the box on the desk, lit it. He took a lot ol tiaie. , 
Giingah said easily : " 1 thought 310 a didn't handle divoroe 
cases, 3im ? " 

Callaghan said : " We don't. In fact we didn’t JuniU this 
one. l&s. Denys had already employed some other firm of 
private detectives to do that. But she wanted smne outside 
ad-^. The i^ual investigation down at the hotel was made 
by the other pi^le." 

Lamming said : " I see . . . " He drew on his cigarette. 
He went on : " It’s a small point, and I d<»’t know that it’s 
got anything to do with this business — except jxjssibly from 
one small angle— but were they able to establish the identity 
of the woman who stayed down there with Mr. Denjji^the 
co-respondent ? " * 

Caltoghan shook his head. " Ne," he said. " They 
weren’t very lucky about that. Perhaps they weren’t a very 
good fim of detectives." Ife smiled at Paula Denys. 

Gringall said,: " So the co-respondent wis the usual'' 

‘ unknown woman.’ "I suppose you advised Idrs. Denys that 
the Court aren’t usually very pleased with that sort of petition. 
They like to know who the co-respondent is— don't they ? ’’ 
Callaghan said : " That's right, i told Mrs. Denys that." 
Lamming said: "So nobody knows who tl^t woman 
was ?.’i 

" Oh y^,*" said QaUaghan, " / know. I wasint^ested so 
I mkde ifmy business to find out. It jras a woman called 
Jnlktte de Longues. When this trouble Waited sbodt the 
Coronet she got a*little bit frightened of things. She thought 
she might be nfixed up in 'an unpleasant £a3e. I told her that ' 
the best thing she could do would be to admk that she was 
the woman who stayed at the hotel with Denjra ; that anyway ' 
he was certain not to defend the divorce petidon that hia wife 




• OriUgtdTttoddfld. ‘*Tluitwaswteo{yofi(.'*1w^ *'So 
tnm NlMde l>i>ng««s, wbio dkut't MfbK! Mltg titid 
wham a}<^ liada't to tfom in a driSodad iraMi.*' » 

aaS *‘I«as veiy^MltofiKaMtii«t 

fW ws. Denjnl Hiss 60 Longac* ina good tam^ to mito 
iboAlottorstatfogthefadtofthecaae. rvo sent the letter 
to i$iaf.'J3myi lawyers. And that'i that," 

Ifeidew a SBM^ %ing carefoUy, wat<^d it as it rasej,in 
theafr. « 


said; "Although. what that’s got to do with the 
Coronet hoshtess I don't know." He looked at l,<twim<ng. 

Lamming said quickly : " But it might have to do with 
something else. It might——"* 

Callaghan intemiptra. " Just a minute," he said with a 
grin. " What dse ate we talking about ? I thought you 
came here to listen to me ? " , ’ 

Giingall said : " Mr. Callaghan's quite ri^t, Tjunmii^ g 
Let's keep to the Coronet afiair." 

Callaghan said : " Well . . . that was that. But un- 


fortunately some more troublp started. A situation arosli 
which wasn't very good — ^in fabt it was a very nasty situation 
for Mrii Den}rs. You see." he went on casually, " she was 
responsible for th^ Coronet disappearing original^." - 
Idhiming said ; " What ! " He looked from Callaghan to 
Gringall and back again. He presented a picture of complete 
«ltnd utter amazement. 


' Callaghan shrugged his shoulders. " gentlemen," he said 
suavely, " it is not for me to question what my cHents do or 
.do not do. It is my business, to the best of my poor ability, 
and of course wi^in the laws of the country, to look after 
their interests. It is not for me — or for you — ^to sit in judg- 
ment on M(8. Denys. Bat the fact of the matter is that, 
when considering this divorce, Mrs. Denys was concerned with 
the possiljilities of a future financial settlement, to 

■tell yop'that her lqi4>and had played ducks and dmes with 
her money. She was terrilfly upset at the time and ^e 
wished 1;p tike s<»ne step — ^no mat<;|r how orastk — ^to safe- 
guard her future interests." * • 


Gringall nodded. "I understand, he said. "So Mrs, 
l^nys took the Coronet when she left her husband." 

" Not quite likis.that‘" said Callaghan. " It seems that 
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Ikenys had niade 1lieac<iiiaiatumof 
De SiiBo— you knofir tbo name, gBntleiDea. we mat )dn 
casually at a dance dob. I believe die was intbodoced to. 
1dm by her sister, Miss Faveley. Mrs. Denys decided to go 
away ter a few days, and before die went she arranged ww 
De Sira<^ that he should go to Mayfield Haoe and take tte 
Coronet, after wl^ch he would hand it over to^iher. She gave 
him a key to get into the house and she gave him toe ocun* 
bination of the safe. De Sirac carried out this part of toe 
business, for which Mrs. Denys gavediim a small sum of 
money. He got the Coronet and huided it over t^ her." 

Callaghan stopped talking. He stubbed out his cigarette, 
helped himself to another, lit it. He said : “ I’ll have to cut 
these cigarettes down. I’m getting a fearful cough." He 
smiled. His smiled embraced everyone in the office. 

Oiingall said : " So far so good. And thmi I think you 
said some trouble started ..." 

" Nattually," said Callaghan. " With a man like De Sirac, 
what could you expect ? De Sirac was nothing more orless 
than a che^i blackmailer. You can imagine what his next 
move was. Having handed over the Coronet to Mrs. Denys, 
he then proceeded to inform her that unless she paid him a 
further sum of money he would tell her husband the whole 
story." 

Callaghan paused and blew another smoke ring. '^I leave 
it to you, gentlemen,” he said, " to iniagine the state of lOind 
stoich this threat brought to Mrs. Den 3 rs. She was. very 
worried anyhow. She was furious with her husband. She 
had just instructed ^er lawyers to bring divan^e proceeding^ 
against him, and here was De Sirac threatening to do some- 
ttong which would have given her husband the very lever he 
wanted. So she came to me and I gave her some very good * 
advice.” 

GringaU^smiled. There was a world of experience in that 
amile.« He said quietly : " I bet the advice was good advice. 
Slim." • • 

Callagfian nodded. " It was," he'sa^^ " I told her that. ‘ 
toe need not wony about De Sirac,; that*I woukkdeal with 
him and that if t had any trouble I’d go to the police. But*! 
told her first 6f all that uie Coronet be returned. I said * 
that whatever hamened toe must return the Cmonet at once, 
and she agreed. But toe couldn’t do it." 

lAunniing said : " Why not ? Why coui^'t toe do it ? " ’ 




<«1IIA9 «l«M^a{i|wti t9 aay hiuw^ 

% ^5^' ^ **»**«• a*y»«go*Ji»w- 

iti BXt4 teto^MMMnitte. T1ima& 

..." * 


UunoBiQg aaid : "Jtt seenig on miasiag Utiiig that yw 
dida^ufiinaaslnafiM After 

C a S ^^an raised his eyebrows. " lafoana somecaie I " he 
0 «id. His voioft hdd a note of extieme surprise. " Why 
ebotdd I infocm taxywt ? What legal onus was there eithiv 
en Mrs. Denys or nrjnelf to inform anyone ? " 
l4tnin i ing*8 jaw droroed. Hesaid:"But . . » Bnt . . . " 
'Grueall istxarv^itM. "Just a moment, Lamming." ‘he 
said. " I think that possibly Mr. Callaghan is right. I think 
he is going to say that at the time the Coronet was removed 
Hrs. Denys was me wife of Arthur Denys and domiciled with 
her husband ” . 


" fiat's «s may be," said Lamming, " but— ” 

Gringall went on : “I think Mr. Callahan is going to say 
that the law of oifr country says it is not illegal for a wife to 
remdVe firo|m his custody the property of her husband while 
she is domiciled with him. In any event, be couldn’t bring a 
^arge against her." 

' He smiled, almost paternally, at Lamiping.* 

Callaghan said: "That's the point. I didn't hatfe to 
^informanybody. andldidn'twoMf to inform anybody. AH I 
wanted was for Hrs. D^iys to find that Coronet as soon as 
she could so that it could be returned. You see ? " 

" Not quhe," said Lamming. " I understas^ the position 
up to that, but what about the insurance claim 1 Wjra Mr. 
I^ys put in that claim On the Globe* smd Cdagolidated 
' -sniely jjbu must hpw reiilised that it was necessary for tilsM 
to know ‘Wherettbe Coroaet ^as. They miijit have ptM Ae 
elaim." • * 

Callai^an nodded.* "I know," be said. "That Was 
tiduhling me. *1 wasiaadevilof apositkm. E^thar I had to 
disclose business uduch 1 regarded as oonfidential S htw a an 
my di^t and myasll, orl have to stand by and see the 
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* ddmpaXy pay c^xun. Ilwdt»iio«ti(Biitl^^ 
Idtodydid . . . ** ‘ . * • 

The shadow of a grj& bMan to a^Mur abottt tito laoulii ai 
Chief Detective-lQspector &i|tgall. He said : “ And eviiiln* 
alty yonAhoo^t of aonaetlm»~^ ? " a 

“ Yes/'.sajd Callaghan. “I wnteanazumiriiKnisletterto 
the Globe and Coq^dated. I advised thetn t(ot to pay*^ 
daim< 1 knew they’d stall payment after getting that kttar. 
Wen . . . They did, didn't uey ? They didn't pay, andttMy 
went to Scotland Yard." • 

Callaghan looked at the two police of^oers. His smilevas 
almost infectious. 

Paula Denys thought: You’re rather a wonderful man, 
Mr. Callaghan. You reaUy are. Yon are quite unscrupulous, 
the most expert liar, extremely clever and rather fascinating. 

I think I like you a great deal. 

GringaU looked at Lamming. Lamming sighed heavily. 
He said nothing at aU. 

Callahan said : " WeU . . . everything was aU right so 
far as it w^t. The insurance company were holding up the 
claim. The matter had been put into the hands of Scotland 
Yard.” Callaghan grinned. ” I began to feel almost hi»py,” 
he went on. “ And then we had some luck. Mrs. Den;^ 
found the Coronet and telephoned me. But I was stiU in a 
bad spot. I couldn't very well run dovm and tell the insut' 
ance company the story. That would*bave created a itfost 
difficult situation.” 

GringaU said amiably * " So you thought up something.^ 
else ? ” • * . <'« 

" Yes,” said Callahan. " I thought up something else. I 
got my assistant, Windemere Nikolls, to lelephtme the insur- , 
ance company. Then I went down and saw them. Of course 
1 knew that there wasn’t any chance of getting a reward out 
of the compny,«but I had to put on an act to that cfEect. I 
saw Gervase, the general manager. I told him that I had an 
idea I’d b{i»dble to get my hands on the Coronet with^ a day 
or so. Then I felt quite happy.” , , ' 

” Did you ? ” ,Xsked Lanuniil^. • ? ”• * 

rallaghnin smiled at hqp benignly. ” Wdl,” he saM. ” I 
knew t&t directly I’d left the office Gervase would telephone 
through to you at Scotland Yard and tell ycm the whole bag 
of tricks. Then you’d be hapw. You’d know thad if I’d 
said I was going to return the Coronet I’d^tetum it. After 





. Thnce yn» « sUeac^ Bv^ntoalljr P«iila Denys', sait vck» 
said : " I'm Isnltily ^tefol to lfir« Calle^^ban. He has been 
VBcyldiui. Andl vassomnriedineasehe got intoany sort 
{A trouble over this.” 

Qingall said di^y : " I shouldn’t worry about that, Mrs. 
Dee^. • I think Hr. Callaghan can take very good care of 
himself.'' 

Calla^^han stubbed out his cigarette. He said: ‘"lliere 
was one thing that worried me a great deal, gentlemen. It's 
worried me more than anything else." 

"1 expect you mean De Sirac,” said Lanuiung. "Afto’ 
all, the fact that our law allows a wife to have use and custody 
of her husband’s goods doesn’t allow a third party to commit 
the offajce of brewing and entering. It doesn’t allow a third 
party to remove goods, the property of a husband " 

Callaghan sighed heavily. He said : ” I'm sorry to con- 
tradict, but De Sirac always acted as Mrs. I>en3r3’ agent. He 
did what* he did on her ii^tructions. And he di&'t break 
and ^ter. He was suppli^ by her with a key and the safe 
combination. But that wasn't the point I was trying to 
mgke. Of course, I liever did like De Sirac. He was a nasty 
piece of work, and I should have dealt adequately with him 
^ someone hadn't killed him first. Not that he didb't deserve 
being killed* It’s a good end for a blf^kmailer." 

He lit a fresh cigarette slowly, inhaled deeply. '* The point . 
is. Lamming,” be said easily, " that in no circumstances can 
lite. Denys be blamed. In no circumstances at all. It’s no 
good talking to me about the claim being put in on the hisur* 
ance company, or the fact that Scotland Yard±ave wasted 
time and trouble over this thing. First of w the claim 
shoal(h),’t have been put in, and even if it had beej^ it ougki to 
haveA^een withdraym." 

” Why ? ”• asked LamiAing. ” Mr. Arthur Denys was 
' entitlql to put in the claim. His ^ronet had been removed. 
He was entitled to think that it was stolen. " Why stumld he 
have withdrawn the claim ? ” 

Callaghan shrugged his shouldos. • ^ 

It’s not for ipe td make accusationSi" he said. ' ” But I 


iX “ uTaffwatieii'H fBoe istxik oa a flttiirifHifiwr nirninniifiifi i ” affeir 
attHiis tugaaisatioii has a notation h} Ifvy up to” 

1 began to oeug^. He seamed to have dHBcdty in 
Lanuning kidted at the floor. He vTas tiiiiaiiang 
Hiat he would give a year's pay to cut Mr. Caha gh aa’s throat. 
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dOB't 'tisiQk tiuli lit. Doijm OBa% ttwamjhdlf 
beea stden aQ along. !la,Bi^ wve 1iMill|^ 

^aoe. But 1^ eertain that tirill lugm i 

oa had any idea that tt waa hn^ phnhiB^ 

’ aay tfao leaat trf it~^ very ail^aided niag Sor iSm to , 

• the insaruti^ ooiBpany even to cenei^ payNt 
and if he became oot&i tiiat the CoRntet was m hii yritlti 
possesdonhedboiMilimUMiiatefyhaveiidotiimdtha coimMiQr 
of that fact" 

Laamung ^lifted in his diair. Bha^>; 1 dtti*t qafta 
tmdeistand this, and I’d like to. Are yon suggealSiS t)ait 
Mr. Poiys knew—at any time— before cit ahier the <3ah» t|f^ 
put in, mat his vnfe had the Coraiaet ? Are yoo xca^ aHi> 
gesting that ? ’’ 

Calhighan grinned at Laimnaig. "Xfs po use getting 
annoyed with me, Lamming,*’ he saiA ** that isn't going to 
help. And I’m not anything. I'm you thU 

Deuw knew his i^e had the Coronet" 

"How do you* know that?" Lamming asked shortly.. 
** How do you know he knew? ” 

" Because / told him,’’ mid Callaghan. " And it might 
interest you to know he gave me a thousand pounds to keep 
my mouth shut I " » 


Detective-Inspector Lamming sat back in tfah comer of the 
taxi-cab. He was breathing heavily. lA the other comdf. 
Chief Detective-Inspector Gringall smoked his pipe. 

He said : " 1 told yoo Callaghan had something on the ice. 
It was sticking otd « |oot ttat he meant that nonymous 
Jetter to be traced back to his office. That was has get-out if 
*anything went wnmg. And he knew that Gervase would 
come through and tell us about the other busmess. Callaghan’s 
no fool. He’s got a hell of a good story and he's grnng to 
stick to it.” . ^ 

Lamming said : " So yon don’t realty believe it, sir ? ’’ 

" No," said* Gringa}!. " Not all of it. CaUagfaan'? got 
enough truth in it to cany the ties, He’s^t^^ most estpert 
liar I know. He’s very good indeed.’’ JHe diWnn his ^pe 
with pleasure. * j» • 

Ijgnimng said hotly : "well . . . am ymigmng to let him 

get away with it ? After all " ’ 

Grint^ilkriniettimted. " You try and pkk a hole in his 
stcay. Ybu’fl find yon can't do it. It’s wrtmtight Yoo 



»ttt tuM thitfittt ■ 

ftoi iff JiL . ittMtiSTk AiMl &0 
fkdt Sut ttuLttesii tdoM h thaii, wt 3 P^ bMMMk iM yi wnt, mat^^ 
ik jlmt damned Ccmkiat tmder fmtt%(ai»<«l>4 Cal t M l iii^ baa 
pkiadSeetlt nopdft imp It, ^dtfMsd % ytm. Yg^mS^ do 

dwng. TAmltbem^aimm^MonwItyj^a^ 

' ”rmioay,«Jbf,iwtl^’tagiw, 

'' Xkim ^ ibi*imed. ** You ^*t iig»9 Iwcasiae wu don^ 
yiarHowa% like CaBafijhan,” be said. " Ehit ytm «aar--oa» of 
dMde doe days. Ife eort of grows on you. Xoddectal^, be's 
dede o$ rather a tam.” 

** Hft he ? ** dmnaaded lamming. " Did I miss soneddng ? 
1 didn't notice any good turn ! " 

CMngafl said: **A good |»Hce officer doesn’t ailoar bis 
feeilings to grt the better of jndgment. Possibly you were 
so keen on picking a hole in that nice story of Callaghan's that 
gjm didn’t notice the implication>-the diing that really 
mtt^red. It wasn’t what he said; it was he didn't 


say ... ” < 

Lammiiu fuxaUed for his dgarette case, 
ar,” he said. 


' I don’t get it, 


Gringall said slowly ; '* Yon will. Callaghan t<dd na that 
Arthur Denys knew that his wife had the Coronet. Callaghan 
told ns {hat he told Denys. I believe lum. Well . . . there 
was%omeone else who knew that Mrs. Denys had the Ci»onet. 
Callaghan told us who. And there was someone else who 
must have known that Denys had claimed from the insuianoe 
company. And that somebody was a blackmailer. Callaghan 
told us t}u^ D'you see what I mean, I^imniw ? " 

" My Goo 1 ” said Lamming. " DerSirac I De Sirac knew 
that kbs. Denys had the Coronet. Of course he knew. And* 
if Denys claimed on the insurance company knowing his wife 
had it, De Sirac had him where he wantM him, De Sirac 


would go out for Denys like hdl. He’d blackmail him till the 
cows came home. And then — — *“ • 

" Precisely," said Gringall, " And then Deay| kiusd him. 
That.iras what Callaghan was telling os,Vasn’t it ^ Just that" 
Bilngning^sjud f " By jtve, he’s a d^yer basket. X don’t 
like the gocffiamned riUn, but he's got brains. 1 wonder if be 
can prove timt too. Lwonder if tte can." u . 

As the cab tumid mto New Scotland Yard, Gringall said : 
" There isn't any need to worry. If X kr^w aiiylhjng of 
Mister Callaghan he’a not going te leave ihmgs sraens they 
are. We’U be heating from him ^gain." 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


BLUFF FOR THREE 

• w 

Callaghan tamed the car into the driveway that led to the 
Chequers Inn, looked at his wrist>watc^, saw that it was 
nearly ten o'clock. The September night was chilly and the 
cold moonlight, flooding the driveway, was almost as hri^ as 
daylight. CaUaghan liked the scene. He thouglit it attcsc* 
tive ; that he wo^d like to spend a month at the Chequers, with 
all telephones disconnected. The idea of a month's quiet 
drinking in rural surroundings appealed to him. He thought 
maybe he was tired. He parked the car in the deserted garage 
behind the inn, went in by the side entrance. He said to the 
woman in the reception desk : " My name's Callaghan. I've 
an appointment with Miss Faveley." 

She said : “ Oh yes, Mr. Callaghan. Number ten on the 
first floor is her sitting-room. Do you think you could find 
your way up ? We're rather short of staff." 

He grinned at her. He said : " I know wher^ number 
ten is." He went up the stairway, walked along the 
passage, tapped at a door. A voices told him to rqjne 
in. 

Callaghan went in. The room was large, comfortably 
famished. A fire was burning in the ^te. The atmosphere ■, 
was restful. Irafla*Faweley was standing in froM of the fire. 

• She smiled at him. 

CaUaghan looked at her for a long time. She looked very 
attractive. She was wearing an aple green corduroy frock 
with long sleeves, rust coloured court shoes, beige sUk stock- 
ings. She woi^^a single diamond brooch at her throat. 
Definitely a .woman, thought Callaghan. 

She said’; " I expect 3 wu want a drink, Slim. Yeu must 
be tired. Can I give you one 

Callaghan said ** I'd like a w^ky and sodh. mcident- 
aUy, whether ypu realise tit or not, you're a most pleasing 

" I piri,this frock on for you," she said. " When you tele- 
0ioned r madi up my mind I'd be as Rttiaetive as possible." 
She made a moue. " I've an idea that -il'm not terribly 
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popoltr AC the mapMut. I’ve gat to do everythui^ 1 cdb* 
to dy apd make a oome<bae]c" * 

^ went to a side table, began to mix the drinks. CaUaghaii 

E t his hat. coat and driving gloves on a chair in the comer. 

i went <R'er to .her, took the glass from her, swallowed the 
whisky. He pat the glass on the table. • 

He said You’re dead right about«not being terribly 
popular at the mommit. And you're certainly got to do every* 
thing to make a come<back. Only, whatever you did, tqe 
0(uae*back wouldn’t really be so good.” He stood in the 
centre of the room, smiling at her. 

%e went back to the fke. She looked at him for quite a 
while. She said : *' You were pretty beastly to me the last 
time I saw you. Fearjidfy beastly. I don’t think anyone’s 
ever talked to me like that in iny life before. The joke is that 
for some strange reason you attract me. I suppose it's 
because you’re tough and forcible. . . . Anyhow, you’ll 
admit I’ve done what you asked me to. l^ve stayed down 
here as quiet as a small mouse and waited for you to come and 
release me. Life is a little too restful down here, I'm 
afraid.” 

" You didn’t do what I asked you to. You did what I Udd 
yon,” said Callaghan shortly. " After all, you hadn’t a hell 
of aitchoice, hqd you ? ” 

Hadn’t I ?'’ she replied. There wa« a touch of the old 
insolence in her voim. 

*’ No, you hadn’t,” said Callaghan. ” But there isn't any 
need for us to begin an argument. That won't get us any- 
where. Alia there’s other business to be discuss^. Serious 
business.” « 

She raised her eyebrows. ”Sol” she said softly. "Serious 
business ! Serious for whom ? ” 

Callaghan thought : I know just how I'm going to play it 
with yoiu my dear. Anyhow, I think youill fall fw the hne. 
So here goes. * * 

He began to lie. He talked in the easy casftal voice that 
he tbed for lyii 7 g« It’s tone was almost soothing. He said : 

"Seftous'for Paula. You wouldn’t 'Ijke an^hing retdfy 
bad tp happen to her, would you j ” 

'"]^at depends* on what it is,” she said.* "After all, 

‘ nobody haF any sympathy for me. Why should I have 
8ymi»thy for Paula ? Anyhow, what’s the troublt^ . . . pnd 
why is it so sesioas ?*” 



, Ba« tit ICY KEIrlA ^ 

*1 “TThan r«n1n finrt if rn lipi ttt IMnfc 

other abottt it ShE a«id io ihit <ta*t«r tint Ehft'oottjiilllMA 
iaiplng the Coremet beausB irnel^ te a 
better gfiaadai settlement trith I>eQ 5 rt ']|!het letter 
her handvrithtgi nad it m» im tern iqpetrajie tdieetft of hl^ 

K . Ihe secooxl tiieet was foand. by the p^'ice nndol*^ 
r in X>e Sime's iw»])r~4>ut etify tlm aeeem sheet tkait 
pece of notep^per n^gijM have been a eotoif^^ note M ite 
own, ItiM^MimvebmvivitteBiqrFautetelteSiiao*^ 
is if she had known faim>-an<l beiag immd there, ^in i^toe 
cxrcamstancee, it isn’t very good hnrPai^^ Xhenc^ttil^t 
think all sorts Of things, mightn’t they ? ” ’ 

She nodded. “Of course they might/' said. She 
smiled maliciously. “ And what am I supposed to do about 
that ? " she asked. 

Callaghan said : “ I’ve an idea that that second sheet was 
part of a letter ^e wrote to you when she test had the idea 
about the Ononet. 1 thought you might have the test page, 
addressed to you. obviously mitten to you. If you had it — 
or even if you remember the letter, teat would make things 
bettOT for Paula. Otherwise the police may begin to make ^ 
sorts of nnpteasant enquiries. They might conte to an 
entirely wrong conclusion.’’ * 

“They might even think that Papla lolled De Sirac, 
mightn’t teey ? ’’ said Irana. “ And that would be ^oo 
bad 1 ’’ 

“Do you remember tee letter? ’’asked Callaghan. “Havee» 
you still got the £r»t page ? ’’ ® 

, She shook her head. “ Sorry, my dear Slim,’’ she said. 

“ But I don’t know anything about any letter. I don't know 
what vou're talkine about.’’ 

Callaghan smiled at her. “That's too bad,’’ he said. “ It’s 
really too bad*’’** • 

“ I agree," sard Irana pertly. “ It might be very, very 
inconvenieg^'for Paula." • 

“ Oh no, it won't," said Callaghan. He* caune close io her. 

“ It’s only going tp»be bad for ode person — and that’s you. 
You lying, traitorous littl^bitdi 1 It’s going to be very bad 
for 3 rou I ’’ ‘His*'voioe, almost caresang, made tee threat even 
moreedbiBtive. * 

She sa^' : What do you mean—yon damned trickster ? 
Wfiat do yaa mean ? " She was frighlenedr 
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iMtthiaiv 

■m: » 

fli {mdnoed tbm ohMI; «f »«M^per ; lield it so Dittt' she 
GQiUd wbogitat mu ^ * 

Qlt said: *' Ym kaoir wbftt that meaas. dott't ywf It 
Hha hi A hah of a qpot. It^aieatia ttiat wkss 
jwn'ie a 80^ gid aad do eacUy what yehi’iA 
yen ataad^w m ai to Hy fine dimat of tovinglhatjy^ 
stretdnd. <X beioaliaaged by the oec^ nntU yw an» dead. 
And yon etMldn’t Idee tiud, IttgiA, ivoold yxnt ? " 

SN said nothing. She stood, swaying a Uttk. lookiag at 
■ (hd h i ^ to m witoeytoiiddbanied to an ashen whito face. 

He went m : "Ibat's scared yon. hasn’t it. Sweet. And 
you know exactly a*iy . . . dftn’t you ? " 

He walked to the side table, pow^ anothw drink. He 
Said ; " You'd better sH down and relax. You and I are 
going to do a little talking. At least I’m gntog to do die 
talki^ and you’re gmng to listen." • 

She movra slowly to an armchair the side of the fire. 
She sat down. Her eyes never left Callaghan's face. She 
said to a low voice : " The troaUe about yon is that I never 
know when you’re lying aitd when you're telling the truth. 
If I did ... " . 

Callaghan said: "Jhat's as maybe. But it’s certainty 
true that I’ve got that sheet oi notepaper and tiie police 
haven't — although somebody intended them to have it. 
mihat sheet of notepaper was the second sheet to a letter 
written to ydU by yrotn sister. She wrote it on Bie week<end 
she was away from Mayfi^d— the week-end she left you down 
. there with Arthur Denys.” 

Callaghan took out his cigarette case, lit a dgaiette. 

" You liked that, didn't yrou ? ’’ he continued. " That was 
fine. You’4 already arranged with Denys to ga«moLaleham 


gave it t9 him’* • • ' " 

She said : " Thai’s a lie. There geva was a letter sent to 
me. I never gave to to Arthur." ” • 

Cahaghanstod: "Isee. Well, that’s going to be very had 
for you. It's going to be very tout for you u you dtSjp’i ghj> 
that letto: to Aith^ Dm 3 rs.’’ 


with him, and hoe was a chance of getting close to him. Of 
lowing Aim how much you loved him and how ludkg; he wouto 
be to be free from BaulL So you gave him her lettm. You 




^ voke iras iiu»« composed. Sbt'said: « 4 ’. 
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Callai^ lied glibly. life grianed at her. He said : ** ISw- 
not OD^ got the seontd page of that letter. Fve aim gal At 
j^st. Sts aiiressei to you by t$ame. It was WHttea to yon 
by Paula and you goi it. So— -if you didm't eive it to Doi^ 
—Am you kSle^ De Sirac. Because the pebcm who him 
De Sirac left that letto: under the blottw for the pcdioe to £ad. 
The person, uriio left that letlcar there must be tbs ope who 
killed ^ Sirac.’* * 


She said hoarsely: “Where did you get theefirst page 
front . . . where did you get it from ? ’’ 

Canadian said casually : " Where I it from and how I •< 
got it is my business. The fact that matters is that 1 havt 
got it. And as you say ydu didn't give it to Denys, that 
letter is gdng to hang you, Sweet 1 ’’ 

She sat looking at tihe carpet in front of her. Her face 
seemed drained of blood. She shrugged her Moulders. She 
said : “ You win, damn you . . . Yes . . . the letter was 
written to me . . . and 1 gave it to Arthur ... I couldn’t 
resist doing that . . . ’’ 

Callaghan said : “ Well . . . that’s that. So Denys killed 
De Sirac . . . You knew that an 3 rway. You 'must have 
guessed that it was Denys. After all, it ^as you who found 
De Sirac’s body first. You were there evMi before 1 was 1 ’’ 
She looked at him dully. “ How di^ you know that T" she 
asked. Her voice was trembling. 

Callaghan said : “ On the ni^t De Sirac was murdered 
went to see him. * Lguessed you were going toR»ee him. You 
had to see him. I had an assistant watching the place. De 
Sirac hadn’t fallen for the story that 1 told him about your,, 
having returned the Coronet. So he got in touch with Denjrs 
— and Denys discovered that the Coronet was gone. Then 
he put in 9 . claim on the insurance company. Dp Sirac must 
l^ve seen the notice in the paper." Callaghan grinned. "I 
bet that j»dmed him up,’’ he said. “Here was Artiiur Den]rs 
gcang to get a large sum of money fron^the insurance people- 
and here were ]^eu— who had Outsmarted De SiraSb with rny 
assistwee, walkmg aroigid with the Coronet under your arnu 
De Sirac mu^ have be^ very, very annoyed with you. So 
be got in touch with you too. He told you that unl^ 
you ta&tded over that Coronet he vronld fix you— didnit 
te?" * .a 
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* his dgsrette stub into tins vrato. * 

So yon. to return the Coronet. * You let ycnmelE in 
'ndUi h key’—.because I ima^ne yra've virited timt flat many 
timtobefoto-''«nd you found De Sitae dead. Yon n*aEe pietty 
fris^tened 1 fltould4^iink. You got ont of that place as ^nicldy 
as yon oOuhl and yon went into the nearest tdephooetoUlbox 
and rang me# Yon tdephoned me abaitt twelve-fifteen 
because you had to see me the next day. Yon'd got to get 
rid of that goddam Coronet somehow. So you though 
another cock-and-bull story for my benefit and haa^ tt 
over." • • 

She looked into the to. " Why did Arthur have to kill 
" De Sirac ? " she said. " IFfiy did the damned fool have to 
do that ? " 

Callaghan said : " That one’l easy. De Sirac had tele- 
phoned Den 3 rs after he spoke to you. After you'd said you'd 
return the Coronet to him. He told Denys that he was going 
to take the Coronet down to the insurance company and grt 
the thousand pounds the assessors were offering. Well t . . 
Den]^ wasn't going to stand for that. He coul&'t very well, 
could he ? So he came up to town and saw De Sirac. I bet 
there was a hell of a scene. I can see those two telling each 
other all about it. Well . .* . one thing led to another and 
then Denys got rq^y mad and slugged De Sirac with (me of 
the todogs. Exit oqf blackmailer. Then you arrived and 
found the body, while Denys goes off with his girl-friend 
Julielte de Longues to The Chemin de Luke Club and does a 
«mttle gamblirm. He left the second page of that lettor behind 
because it wfl going to look as if it was written by Paula. 
She was going to be the number one suspect for De Sirac's 

■ murder. WeU ...?'' 

She smd nothing. She shrugged her shoulders, looked into 
the fire. 

Callaghan went on : " You three — ^Denys(^)eb Sirac and 
yourself— were a really first-class trio of douhle-croas^,- 
But Depys was the worst. Denys was. a teally<first-dtoB 
swine.- Listen to. this 1 Leaving that note behm was a 
^well pie^ of work. He kn^ that you were probaUy goto 

■ to see De Sirac, *and he knew that >|$ten the murder was dis- 
covered the police might have thought Paula fiad been to see 
him too. If Phula got out d that jam thm he knew suspicion 
would fall (m you. If the police didn't suspect PAla fluey 
had to suspect yem Ifme ilidn't write that ^er to De Sine 
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Can't yra see Itl]^ ttMt ‘ 

1^ ttntttorad : '* Uv oar . . , ” ' ' ' 

CaUagban said: "iod wbat about The pot diNg 
thefcflttleWaii*.’' 

Shesaikl: “ Wt^’sfl^tobappmtoine?" '' 

" I don’t bndr," aoU CaUagfaaa. “ MTitl^liick I'li git yoa 
ont of this. Not because I want to, but because et your 
sister. But tiieta's Sottething you’re ecdug to do first.’" 

*’ M^t do I iate to do ? "' she asked. ^ iodoed at him 
sumidously. r f 

Callaghan said : " I want a complete stateaioit firtta you 
and I'm going to have it. You're going to sit down and write' 
it now. And it's going to be the truth, the wbde truth and 
nothing but the truth. Yod’re going to tell the whole goddam 
story frcnn the start i» fuU — about Aat letter, about Lfddranv 
about you and De Sirac and you and Denys. It's going to be 
one heU of, a statement, and you’ll do it because there’s 
nodiing dse you can do if you want to save your skin. 
I’ve got to Mve it. When I have that I’ve got you — ^you 
won’t be able to wriggle out ot try any more of yorar lousy 
tricks." 

She said viciously ; *' I'd like to kill you. You ..." 

*' I'm sure you would," said Callaghan. He lit a cigarette. 

She got up, went to the side taUf , poured a drin^ She 
drank ^ whisky in one gulp. 

She said : " Very well . . . let’s do your damned 

statemoit ..." «»' 

• „ 

Callaghan awoke, yawned, looked at the ceiling, stretched, 
leached for the telephone, spoke to his office on the floor ^ 
below. He said to Effie Thomr»son : " What’s the time, 
Effie ? " 

" Four.,o'c]bck. Mr. Callaghan," she said brightly. " I . 
„ wouldn't have you disturbed earlier. Wilkie told me that 
you didn't get in until sfac o’clock this morning.” »•, 

*' Good girl, Effie," said Callaghan, r *' Tell them to send 
me op some strong tea ; then &11 through to'-Mr. Gringall at 
Scotland Yard.' Tell him I want to 8ee*him partiralarlyi . 
It’s urgent. Tdl him TU be along in fii hour." 

She said : " Very good, Mr. Cidla^han.’’ ' 

^ C a lla han got up, w^ed into Ute $itting*room. He opened 
the dmwer of the writii^ desk. Inside \ *a3 Irana Favelev’s < 



grinned* tiutw* it back* k)M ^ dninr; ' 

•HBiantcb^ on the radio. Anoitdiieeti«,i««ii4egi^ 
can9f«% .syncopated snmber. CaOalhM IMbMMiA S» a 
niohietiti -weQt«to tibe sideboard,, todc out a botidaeKilMtlti*^, 
dtaaodc a little, lit a ai;;sxette, we»t inteliii^lMdiliro^^ 

He ley in the yufa adth tl» ta{s roaniog, s|l«k%, 10^^ 

at nf^Uiyu gf 

The fiiet Unff had come off. He began to think ahcmt the 
second . . . and if that canm off . . , the third. 

^ 1 

Gfingall sat behind his de^, smokiiK his j^pe, lo<ddng at 

* CaUakhan. His expression was amiable. Detective>Inn>ec- 
tor Imuxick, looking rather grim, leamd against the 

his bands in his trouser pock^. Callaghan, wearing an 
ei^ression of de^ humility, sat opposite Gring^. Fm* <mce 
He was not smoking. 

He said : “ You know damned wdll, Gringall, ^lat I’m not 
quite a fool. But I've very nearly been one. Maybe Fve 
tried to be a bit ^ devar. I don't know. Anyhow, it 
looked as if there ought to be a show-down. Well . . . yon 
know the store. Now it’s up to you.” 

Marrick said : " If you ^wouldn’t mind, Mr. Gringall, I’d 
like to h«ar viiat Callaghan told us about the night of the 
murder. I’d like to^ear that bit again.” 

Callaghan said : “ I’ll^ through the whole goddam thing 
again. • It’s simple enough.” 

Jfe thought : It’s all right. I’m getting away with it. 
iTs going to bMll right. . • • 

He lit a d^irette. He : ” I've told you I was worried 
about my dient, Mrs. Paula Denys. I'd investigated De 
Sirac’s background and I’d come to the condusion that he 
was just poison. He’d got my dient where he wanted her. 

^ He could ma^e a lot of trouble for her. The thing I 

* didn’i want bun to do was to go and tell I>enys the sto^of ^ 

* how she’d j^jdoyed him to t«^e the Coronpt horn d^iyneld.*' 
That would have mgdp a lot of trouble for Mrs. Denys. It 
might hav^ affeeted her ^vofbe. It wouldi oert^y have 
put Devyainto a porition where he CQ||ld makb things pretty 

, 'tough for ner. And she’s a damned mce wtunaUf - Sbe*8 not 
used to dealing «iwith crocdrs like De Sirao — or even wotae 
crooks like her husband. You can understand just bow I 
.felt?”- .i • • * 
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t HAziidic sodded. “ 1 nt «B Iw aiddL* ' ^ t 

Callai^ vrent On : '^X made sp my ndnd’ I'd kdbp De 
Sitae under observatioa. On the ni|^t he was anudseed t 
had NifcoQs watching the place to see if De Siac casm (mt. 

I thought the time was for hhn to try aonwdhing. 
■—nothing happmed and NikoUs got impatient. He thod^t 
he’d see if De Sirac had slipped out. So he<walked oyer the 
road, went into the apartment and let himseii into De Sitac’s 
place with a skdeton key." Calla^iaa grinned. "NikoUs 
always carries a bundi,” he said. " When he got inside« he 
found De Sisac dead. You can imagine he got ouir quidd^ ! " 

Matrick said I bet he did." 

" NikoUs didn’t know what to do until he'd seen me," ■ 
Callaghan went on. " And I was out on another job. I 
didn't get back antO some time afterwaids. When I got to 
my apartment I found him waiting for me. He told me all 
about it. So I decided to go there myself and have a look." . 

‘ Gringall sa^d : " You know. Slim, cme of these fine days 
you're going to get yourself in a jam that you can't get out of. 
You take too many chances — or else you think we're too 
good-natured.” 

" I hope you're going to be good-natured over this,” said 
Callaghan. He smiled at Gringall. He went on.: 

" I took a look round and I found Ihe note under th^blotter. 

I reoqgswed it as being in Mrs. Den 3 rs' handtmting. 1 thought 
1^ Suk that it was a note she’d written to De Sirac. And 
then Isealised that this was the idea that the person who'd 
left that note wanted to plant it in the hands of the policy 
I asked myself who else could have received suel a letter from 
Mrs. Denys. Well — ^theie was only one person ^e'd write to 
like that — ^her sister liana. You see liana knew how unhappy 
Panla Denys was with her husband. liana's always disliked 
him. It was quite obvious to me that Mrs. Denys had written 
that letter to ier." 

Gringall said : " 1 think that's fairly obvious." 

Callaghan nodded. "I went to see Miss Faveley " he said, 

" and asked her if she received such a letfer^ She teniembeied 
it at once,. Shec remembered 4t p9rticuhui3s because she'd 
received it whilst she actually at Mayfield an^ because 
die'd lostat the day aftw she received it. 

" Then 1 knew. I knew that Denys had it. I realised that 
he’d recognised the handwriting on the envdi^ vriien it 
’arrived at Mayfield, and he'd been waiting a chance to get a 
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^Kdcatft. I yiw Whtf tfcrf DemshadAot letter, Tlutt totl ne i 

• CaHlig^ looked from Gring^ to Married. 

“ It Md me tihat U 1 was ri^ in my guess toen Dwys 
kiftiw bis wife bad the Conmet ; that be was pjayidg scane 
game cm bis own. Soltookacbimee. I saw Denys agtd I told 
him strai^t o^ that his wife had toe Coronet. He wasn't 
at all surprisea. Of course he wasn't. And it suited hi«n 
perfectly. He was going to get toe insmanoe money! He 
gave me a thousand* just to rqmmnber to foiget, and he 
suggested that vtom t)^ insurance company paid up them'd 
be some more. That's fairly clear, isn't it ? " 

•• Mairick said: "It's -not only clear. It's obvioudy toe 
truth. But you were taking a lot of chances, Callaghan." 

Callaghan nodded. " 1 knovs," he said. " But what toe 
hell was / to do ? Well . . . when I saw that note on De 
Sirac's desk I knew who'd killed him. And I knew why, De 
Sirac knew that Mrs. Denys had the Coronet, an^ he also knew 
that Denys had claimed from the insurance company. He 
was blackmailing Denys, vdio didn't want the Coronet'and 
who did want the money. Denys probably told De Sirac to 
go to hell, and then I imagine De Sirac said he'd walk along 
to the insurance company, tell them toe story and draw the 
assessor's reward of a thousand pounds." 

Callaghan shrug|;ed his shoul^rs. 

" That was a bit too'^uch for Denys," he said. " He went 
alongto see De Sirac. They had one hell of a row and Deuys 
^ylled him. He left the second page of the letter he'd stol^ 
from Miss Fa^ eley because that letter was going to plant the 
whole thing on his wife, and that suited him too. He'd been 
waiting for a chance to get back at her. Here it was, and he 
took it." • 

An expression of sorrow crossed Callaghan's face. « 

" 1 was ^ damned fool to take that noteJ^'^he«said. " 1 
realise that now. I ought to have informed you of the muid^ 
at once, igstead of waiting until next day. , But 1 wa^ worries. 

I wanted time to tomk- You see, I’d been a bit foolish my-' 
self. I'd^akea that thousaml from Denyr That wasn’t so 

iMi’ . • , • ^ 

Marrick said : " lawonder where the first of that 
letter is.” • 

"Denys would have destroyed that," said Gringall.^ "He'd 
have to do that.',' * ■ * 
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't M00kk said: "Of cpuim W«U <• <• ^ 

atep,^?" * A ’ 

GringaU koodced <|at hi» fipa, Sa lookaa ait WMipilwn 
He said: " I’ve Imoam jcw a lons tixML jpud 1 

don't didike wtt Hallwc ilw other Btih yon/vefdt 
to take ^ P**» *t voBtadf, Yoa can’t g6 on numiog diat 
danm detective )x;m«aa yonrs <» these hoHiiL One 
fine days you're gmstg to get yoiitsdf into seiatfhuig that You 
can’t get oat of. isn’t the first time, you Imow. HoW' 
ever ... " • 


Callaghan got op. ” You’re being damned depenV he 
said. " But you always have been, GringdL And 1 dhen’t 
forget it. Maybe some other time I diall be able to give you 
a hand . . . ’’^ 


Gringall said : “ You’ve your damned nerve all r%ht. 
You get out of here and think yourself lucky I’m not d<dng 
something serious about you. And you be on tap. Marrick 
ms^ want you. This thii^ isn’t over yet." 

Callaghan said : " Well . . . you know where you can get 
me. I'll be uound in case Manick needs me. Anyhow, my 
motive have always been good." He smiled at Grmgall. 
" Callaghan Investigations ^wa)rs does its best for one and 
all," he concluded ^eerfuliy. * 

Gringall looked at him dlarkly. " You get out of here." 
he said, ’’ before I begin to tell you what‘1 really think of 
you ! ” - , 

Callaghan grinned. He said : " You don’t have to tell^me. 
Iknowt So long . . . I’llbearoundif you wantme." 

He went out. • '<•> 


Merrick looked at Gringall. He said; "Well ... it all 
’ fits in ..." 

* Gringall said : " Denys left MayfieU early on the day that 
«^De Sirac was kUled. He went to an hotel that night. If he 
can’t alibi hijnas^f up to eleven o’clock we've got him. And 
he carOt. Ibe'evidmce is circumstantial, but its dairmed 
gSbd drcujnstantial evidence." 

Marrick'said : " Shall I . . . ? ’’ 

Gringall nodded.^ " Get a wamant wd pick bimaup, " he 
said. " And’don’i waste any time. You caurget down there 
in two hourp.’’*" ‘ 


e 

Callaghan pdced up a cab in Whitehall, told the driver to 
go to Bttkeley Square. He paid off the cab cm the Bruton 
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thaw, he toait the lift tin to hie apmtiKmti He 
t}u«w,t^ hat ea e Be irall^ into the 

ibedhoom, oent to the ipiivate tde^jhaiie, diaJled •'ttronks," . 
Be eehed for e Cheasiiagford muxmi-. He sat deem on the 
side of the smoking. A few mhntteg, passed. Then the 
beh hmg^. CeSaghan pkhed up the teoeiver. He said : 
"BcIIq . . . Denys? This is Caikghan.” 

Denys said : " Yes . . . WJat is it ? " 

CajHaghan said : « Yon listen to me. They've caught up 
with you. It's all over bar the shouting." 

"Meaning what?" Den3rs’ voice was abnost disin- 
terested. 


" Meaning this " : said Callahan. " I've just left Scotland 
Yard. They’ve grilled hell out of me. Thu^ gave me 
the biggest spiing-cleaniog I've ever had in my life. 
They ^ow the whole book. They know«you killed De 
Sirac." 

" Yes ? " said Den3rs. " That’s very interesting. I wbndcr 
how they know that ? " 

“ It's not very difficult to guess,” said Callaghan. " Irana 
Faveley Miot the whold'l^Sddam works. She's made a state- 
ments They re^ it over to me. Believe me, that girl ought 
to be in the litei3r]^>usiness. Fve never beard sud a story 
in fey life. It’s d)mamite.” 

Denys said : " R**ally ? ” 

M,. " Yes." said Callaghan, " really. She's disclosed that she 
gave you tuat letter she had from your ’Wife. The letter 
saying that Mrs. Denys intended to take the Coronet. Well, , 
apparently, when the police discovered De Sirac's body they 
found the second pi^e of that letter under the blotter. And 
It’s got your fingerprints on it. They ^owed me the pictures 
WeU . . ^ It’s not so good. I had to tell* them about that 
thousand you gave me. Natundly, I was in jam, fit* lo<dH 
pretty;,bad for you.” , • • • *” 

Denys did not say anything. 

Callaghan •went on < " Ihey’ve got you ju'^ where they 
' want you, Deays. I wouldn't like, to Iw you.” 

Denys said : " Scfiit seems. It was nice of ydu to tdepiione. 
•Why?” • 

Callaghan said . " I, don't like the idea of a mda like jrou , 
being hanged . , I^'s undignified. It's not good, is it ? Them’s 
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^ 2 ^ warrant out for yo^ by now, and if 
mistaken Detective-Inspector Marrick is on his 
field Place to collect you. It*s too bad . • . / 

** Tm sorry you fed like that/' said Denys. I to 
. . have kno^n bett^ than to have anything to^o wifh a badmrdT 
► like you.''. 

“ You're dead right," said Callaghan. Yotffught tomye 
known a lot better. But don't let anything worry you. 
treat you awfully well when they're going to hang you in ^is 
country. And there's only a^ut three weete betwee|li the 
. sentence and the execution. Besides, the trial ou||ht be 
interesting. Even in war-time. All the little mclt^ you 
played. All that stuff about Irana and you down at Lalebam* 
What a nice fellow you are, aren't you ? '* 

Denys said : " So she told thfem about that too ? " 

" She had to," said Callaghan. " She just opened her 
pretty little mouth and let it stay open. The words came out 
on their own. «You see, she got the idea in her head that if 
the police thought shc*d left that piece of letter there they 
might even get around to thinking that she'd killed De Sirac. 
Well . . . she didn't want them to think that. So she talked. 
They tell me she was down there aj Scotland Yard for nearly 
six hours." • 


" She's a nice little thing," said Denys. ^I'd give a«iot to 
^ wring her neck." ^ 

" It's a pity you can't," said Callaghan. " After all, Ihey 
can only hang you once, and it's a hell of a shame that* De 
Sirac, she and you can't all be put out of your misery. Some 
trio / " • • • 


* Denys said : 

" So you think they’re going to hang me ? " 

" Of course," said Callaghan. " They^l hang you because 
^you haven’t got the decency to stop 'em. You haven't got 
enough gut^to do anything to stop them hanging yc^. You'd 
^attiei* stand for. what you'll iiave to go through at the trial. 
Ju^ to gfet' yourself a few weeks more life." CdPiaghan 
sighed. ' " You make me feel sick,” he said. • 

" Sorry alj^t that," said Den^. You can«ima|ine how 
I feel about you, ‘'can’t jpu ? ” e ’ 

Yes," saiat'aJlaghan, " I can. Well . so long, Denys. 
See you on the scaffold." ® ‘‘ 

^ Z'ldqpT think so," said Denys. ".Good-bye — arid damn, 
your eyes 1 " .f. c 



up the receiver. . Se ^l^ed ‘otxt tlK. 
cqpr^lt^ ky (i<>mi on the bed. He closed his eyb. 


It;^as seven o'dock when the telei^uBie rai^. Cadlaghan 
ojpfsned hi^eyesj^rabbed them with the bfdcs of ^ hands. ■ 
teaihed for telephone. • 

.{t.wns Gisn^alL He said: “ Hello, ... ? I was a 
bit trorried about you tiiis aftmiotm. 1 felt we’d have to 
thlM some sort of ^tion about your ^ 3 niig aroimd in this 
Sir^ business the way you |iave. But it’s all right. This 

Cfflagfaan said : “ Yes . , . Why ? " " 

fSringall said ; “ Deri 3 rs shot himself. He left a note. 
When Marrick got down there this evening he was just a 
little too late.” * 

” It just shows you, doesn’t it ? ” said Callahan. “ Well . . . 

I think you’ve been very kind, Gringall. Thanks a lot.” 

“ Don’t thank me,” said GdngaU. “ It’s just your luck. 
If Denys hadn’t finished himself off you’d have been fm* it.” 

Callaghan sighed. ” I’m so glad he did,” he said cheer- 
fuUy. " You can’t think ...” 

He hung up the reefer, yawned, went into the sitting- 
room. Re took the iJoule 6f whisky out of the sideboard 
cupbbard, put ^ neck in his mouth and took a very long 
swjg. He put tllShDttle down, went to the desk opened the 
drawer, took out Irana Faveley’s statement, put it in the fire! 

He sat down in the armchair and watched it bum. 

* The triple bluff had worked. 
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Ths J43S Sim b^od tie trees. 

early evening vnnd stirred the- dead leaves :th^ . lay r^lf , 
gravel path that bisected .drt', lavn) htimd He CremapS^ 
Star, , ■ .; -• Mr' 

(^dla^iaa sat on the top step of the woodCn thi 
frqH. the hack verandah tm to the .lawn. Hie had a 
and soda in his hand., The fat firog, denizm ei 
lily, pond on the lawn, stack out his head and watched' 
Oihaighan with a bleary eye. 

. j Suzanne Melander came round the verandah from tire front 
of the house. She said : " Mr. Callaghan, there’s a lady to 
see you. She‘s*m the back sitting*roQra.” 

Callaghan asked : " What sort of lady ? ” 

" CAtc ”, said &izanne. ” But definitely 1 And beautiful, 
it’s the <aie who came before. 1 personally go fw bef in a very 
big way. 1 wish I looked like that. If 1 did I might get 
some jdace. Well i . . are you going to sp? her, or shall I 
,say you’re not at home ? ” 

He finished the whisky. He said : ” I’ll go. Just to save 
you the trouble.” 

Paula Daays was stamhi^ near the fire in the .small sitting-* 
room'bdund the.dffiSs. 'i^en Callaghan went m he said: 

, ” I think, that every time I see you you’re a little more 

beautiful.. But I exp^ you know all about that.” 

She smiled. She said: "That’s your opening gambit, 
Nsn’t it ? Just part of the CaUagharf technique. Does it 
make the dlimts feel impcutant — and happy ? ” i 
' .<^aghan sai^: "^1 wouldn’t know. I’ve nev^ been a 
dk^. What cafi d do for you ? And won’t 'you sit 
down ? *’ . , * ° ‘ 

He stood, .t’krldng’ at her. His^eyes^ere mkdhievous. 

9je said do^. She said : ' ' I’m staying over at Chievley-^ 
only seven tnife away— with friends. I%ought I’d like to 
come over^.^d see you. I wanted to say thank you. You’ve 
done an ^awful^lot for me. I’m Very grateful.” 

“ Not at all,” said Callaghan. “ After al’, we were pidd, 
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: “ It SHgitelibt'lMiwtieeB so sice; . 

''j^i[^|P-lot ^'duBi^‘'' -tt iHfii^ 

^-■Calls^M»v»--‘"'ByJ’^ W. 

' OB' iief "R^y to Aitstn[;y^’^*'i^ SBid.’-'''^'j^V|jci|^_ 

to-*i^|Wi a’'fM^ startl' ■ S|te--r-**' "•'■'• >r';‘ ,■' 

i Mp AfOiralia/* Had Calls^iao 
juttta^'s been sold." saM faai^ lSa^. " rin ^ad. 
I sbMft It^e to titt^ it." 


A aA«^«s^|aiUk Axai.v oa* 

Cdfe^ii^ smiled at her. " That's fine," he said. 
eUtt^'bOTy's happy«-;^eept firaim. I hope the 'Austrahsme 
fall for her hhe. If they don’t she'll probably start a re- 
volution." 

She looked at the ccopet. She said: " I thought, at one: 
time, that you woe rathw keen on Irana. I t])ou^t . . ; 

"No, you didn't," said CaMaghan. ^‘You didn't thie^; 
anything of the sort. The raiiark was merdy yo«f opoiing 
gambit. It was my cue to say *No . . . I never liked 
Irana' — afjpr which youaak me wlm, andY tdl you." He 
looked at her and smued. " And I cm’t intend to tell y<m/' 
he coiu3uded. V. 


She, said ; " You cih be v«y difficult.^ , You’re an extra- 
ordinary person, aren't you ? At one time I'thoti^t you 
were very unscrupulous, very slick, very dangerous," 

Yes ? " syd Callaghan. " And what <Jo you think now ? " 
She got up. " I'm not g(^ to answer any questions, Mr. 
Callaghan," she said. She opei^ hee handbag. " I've 
bought you a cigarette case," die" went on.* " / think it's 
rather a nice one. I ekpect lots of other people have given 
you cigarette cases, but perhaps you wouldn’t mjpd addi^ 
this one to the collection." 


She gave him the case. Callaghan looked^aVlt’.. m' 

"A ntfrvellous c^," he said. "I ke^'this tor 
special’ oc«isio^." ' 

• §he hdd out*l^ handf 

‘‘ (SSod-bye, Mr. C^^aghan," she slid. She aBdl|d at hint 
i Her qusty. " And bless you, Mr. Callagnm i " 

- She moved towards the door. Ca]la|faan'snappe<^pen the 
: idgarettc^case. . He saw What ms inscribed inside» • ‘ 

■ He said : " JuA bne minute, Mrs, Denys ! " 


-XgB THST 'HaVER . 

* Sezaiute Mdaadb sat <m the top step 
threw Httte stones at the ftog in tite lily p^ad; . 

NikoHs-^ bottle of bear k one hand, a f^aik k the' 
other— <caaie across the lawn. He said : ^ 

“ Hello, bab^^ How’s things ? Whete’s» th^>%>ss ? '* 

She daid : “ If you mean Mr. Callaghan, lie’s k the bode 
sitting-room vitll a client. 1 thkk she's a eery importak 
client. I just looked throtgh the vorandah wkdow akt I 
think he thkks so too. Also . , . take a tip fnnn me and 
don’t ktermpt him.’’ s ' 

" Why nk ? " asked Nkolls. He* began to out a 
glass of lagOT beer. 

“ Because, at the moment, Mr. Callaghan has his hands ' 
full,’’ said Suzanne darkly. And not only hk hands. I& 
arms as well’’ She made a little hissmg noise. “I’m 
furious,’’ she went on. " He’s never kissed me like that.’’ 

NikoUs drank the beer. He nnaked his lips. “ You ain’t 
ever been a ^ent, babe," he said. “ With Callaghan In- 
vestigations me dioit is always right.’* He poured some 
more beer. 

“ When CaBaghan Investigations kisses a client,’’ said 
Nikolls, “ believe it or not, hoky, the client stays kissed — 
and likes it.’’ 

Suzanne said : " Pah ! ’’ • 

Nikolls went on : “I remember s«i>ie dame m Oshkosh. 
Was she a honey, or was she ? I rem«nber one night, I was 
sittm’ on the back porch with this dame ...” 

He stopped ialk^g. She was gone. , • 

“ Ah . . . the*heUl ” said Nikolls. “One of these days 
somebody is gonna listen to that story and like it 1 ” 

He finished 'the beer. .. 


THE END 



The ^eriy await&i new no^i . 


i‘'HABLD tACTS” 

by HOWARD SPRING 

The story opens in Manchester, which the 
author knows so well, and most of the^actioc 
takes place in that city. In the 'eighties a 
young ambitious printer Daniel Dunkerleji 
. foui^ a cheap w^gjily .paper called " HARD 
fACTS We see the paper grow to immense 
^ popularity, N^h promises riches to allcon- 
, cernedf yJ'he editor Alec Dillworth is a slum boy 
of genius who has picked up his own education. 
Tnroitgli Alec we meet his beautifiri %nd un- 
fortunate sister Elsie, whose love affair with 
Theodore Chryital, a young parson, fcrms the 
romantic backl^ne of this novel. HARD 
FACyS is crowded with characters and ft a 
novel which must command a hugjp 



Agatha Christie again ! 


TOWARDS ZERb 

Murder begins befcue the actual deed . . 
said Mr. Treeves, a distinguished barrister, at 
the last dinner party which Lady Tressilian 
ever gave. The neict morning ^e was found 
dead. With consummate skill Mrs. Christie 
draws a series of cameos introducing the leading 
characters who take paiirawthe ensuing drama. 
There was Nevil Strange, Lady Tressilian’s 
ward and heir, his wife Kay, former wife, 
Audrey. Mary Aldin, a distant cousin and 
Lady Tressilian’s companion for many yei^rs, 
Thomas Ro^de, who was in love with /ludrey. 
The evidence points first to one person and then 
to another, or so it seems until the very end. 
As the New SUUesman said, ”, there is no hocus 
po^ with Mrs. Christie. Nothing but stn light- 
‘lbrv>a''4 bamboozling from start to finish." 








